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The Stationer to the Reader. 









0 Jet fart b a booke without an Epiftler, 
"Were like to the old Engli/hprouerbe, A 
blew coat without a badfge,^ the Au- 
thor being dead , 1 thought good to take 
that piece of sc o r ke njpon mee \ To com - 
wend it , I "will not for that which is good, 1 hope euery 
man "will commend 3 without intrealy : and 1 am the bol- 
der 3 becauji e the Authors name is fufficient to <~osnt his 
vorke. Thus leaning euery one to the liberty of iudge- 
went : 1 bauerv enter edto print this Play, and leone it 
to thegenerail cenfure. 

Yours, 

Thomas VValfdey. 
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The Tragedy of Othello the Moore 
of Venice. 

Enter I Ago and Roderigo . 

Roderigo. 

{h,neuer tell me,I take it much vnkindly 
That you lago , who has had my purfc, 

Asifthe firings were thine, fhould’ft know of this. 

lag. S’blood,but you will not heare me, 

Ifcucr I did dreamc offuch a matter s abhorrc me. 
Thou toldtt me,thou didft hold him in thy hate, 
lag. Defpifemeifl doe not .'three great ones of the Citty 
In pcrfonall fuite to make me his Leiutenant, 

Oft capt to him,and by the faith of man, 

J know my pricc,I am worth no worfe a place. 

But he,as louing his owne pride and purpofes, 

Euadesthem,witha bumbaft circumftance. 

Horribly ftuft with Epithite; of warre : 

And inconchtfion, 

Kon-fuits my mediators : for certes/ayes he, 

I haue already chofen my officer, and what was he ? 

Forfooth,a great Arithmetidon, 

One Michael CafstOyi Florentine, 

A fellow almofl dambd in a faire wife , 

That neuer fet a fquadre n in the held. 

Nor the deuifion ofa Battell knowes. 
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More then aSpinfter,vnleflc the bookifh 
Wherein the toged Confuls can propofe 
As mafterly as he i meere prattle without pra&ife. 

Is ail his fouldier-fhippe : but he fir had the eic&ic 
And 1 ,of whom his eyes had feenc 
At Rhodes , at Ctpres, and on other ground 
Chriftian and Heathen, mull be led,and 
By Debitor and Creditor,this Counter-caftc 
He in cood timf,mu{lhis Lciutcnantbe, 

And I, God blefle thcmarke,his Worfliips Ancient. 

Rod. By hcauen I rather would haue bin his hangman,. 
la. But there’s no remedy, \ 

Tis the curfc of feruice, 

Preferment goes by letter and affc&ion , 

Not by the olde gradation, where each fccond 
Stood heiretothefirft': 

Now fir be iudge your ftlfir, 

Whether I, in any iuft tcarme am a 
to lone the Moore. 

Rod. I would not 
Ift. O fir,cdntent you, 

I follow him to ferue my turne 
Wecannoc be a!l mailers ,nor 
Cannot be truely followed, you fhall 
Many a dutious and knee-crooking knaue 
That doting on his owne obfequious bondage, 

Wcares out his time much like his mailers Affe, 
Fornoughe but proucnder,and whenhec’s old calhi.era 
W hip mce fuch honeft knaues-: • 

Others there are, who trimd in formes. 

And viflages of duty,keepe yet their hearts, . 

Attending on themfelucs.and throwing y'..t 

But fhewes of feruicc on their Lords, ’ . : 

Doevvellthriue by’diij. 

And when they haue lin’d thejr coates. 

Doc thcmfelucs homage, 

Thofe fcllowcs haue fomefoulc, 
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And fucha one doe I profefle my felfc, — — for fir. 

It is as fure as you are Roderigo, 

Were I the Moorc,I would not be lag? ; 

In following him, I follow but my felfe. 

Hcauen is my iudge, not I, 

For loue and duty, but feerreng fo. 

For my peculiar end. 

For when my outward a£lion does demonftrate 
The natiue adl, and figure of my heart. 

In complement externe.tis not long after. 

But I will weare my heart vpon my flceue. 

For Doues to pccke at, 

I am not what I am. 

Rod. What a full fortune docs the thicklip s owe. 
If he can carry’et thus ? 

Ia. Callvp her father, 

Rowfc him,make after him, poyfon his delight. 
Proclaims him in the ftrecte,incenfe her Kinfmen, 
And thp,he in a fei tile climate dwell. 

Plague him with flyesv tho that his ioy be ioy. 

Yet throw fuch changes of vexa tion our. 

As it may loofe fome cblour.- 

R*d Here is her fathers houfe, lie call aloud. 
la. Doc with like timerous accent,and dire yell. 
As when by night and ncgligence,thc fire 
Is fpied in populous Citties. 

Rod. What ho, Brabantio. Seignior Brab(#tjo, ho, 
I*. Awakc,what \\o>Brabantio, 
Thceues,ihceues,theeucs .* 

Looke to your houfe,you Daughter, and your ba^s, 
Tnecues,thccues» AJ ’ 



Brabantio et a Vfindow, 

Zrab. What i* the reafon of this terrible fummen 
What is the matter there ? 1 

Bod. Seignior, is aUyourfamily within? 

1*. Arc all doare lorti-c > 
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The Tragedy ^Othello 
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i?r^5. Why, wherefore aske you this ? 
lag, Zounds fir you are robd , for fhame put on your govnifi 
Your heart is burft,you hauc loft halfeyour foule ; 

Eucn now,vcry now, an old black: Ram 
Is tupping your white E we; arif:,arifc. 

Awake the fnorting Citizens with the Bell, 

Or elfe theDiuell will make a Grandfirc of you,arife Ifay. 

Brab. What,haue you loft your wits ? 

Rod. Moft rcucrend Scignior.doe you know my voyce? 

Bra. Not I,what are you? 

Rod. My name is Roderigo. 

Bra. The worfe welcome, J 

I haue charg’d thee,not to haunt, about my dorcs,. 

In honeft plaineneflc.thou haft beardme lay 
My daughter is not for thce,and now in madnes. 

Being full of fijpper, and diftempering draughts,. 

Vpon malicious brauery,doft thou come 
Toftattmy quiet? 

Red. Sir,fir,fir. 

Bra. But thoumuft needes be fure 
My fpirit and my place haue in them powcEj * 

To make this bitter to thcc. ' . r 

Rod. Patience good lie. 

Bra. What, tell’ft thou me of robbing ? thi^V^pWr, 

Myh oufe is not a graunge. 

Rod. Moft graue Brahantio, 

In limple and pure foule I come to you. 

lag. Zouns Sir,you are one of thofe, that willnot lerue pad, if 
the Deuill bid you. Be caufe we come to doe you fcruicc.you thinks 
we are Ruffians,youlc haue your daughter couercd with a Barbary 
horfe; youlc haue yourNephcwes ney to youjyoule haue Couriers 
for Coufcns,and lennits for Iermatts. 

Bra. What prophane wretch art thou?' 
lag. I am one fir, that come to tell you, your daughter, *na d’ e 
Moore,are now making the Beaft with two backs. 

Bra. Thou art a villaine. 
lag. You are a Senator. 









■ the Moore Oj 

Bra. This thou (halt anfvver,I koow thee Roderigo. 

Rod. Sir, I will anfwer any thing: ButlbefeechyoUj 
If Ibe be in her chamber, or your houfe. 

Let loofc on me the Iuftice ®fthc ft ate, 

For this delufion. 

Bra. Strike on the tinder, Ho: 

Giue me a tapcr,call vpaUiuy people : 

This accident is not vnlike ray dreame, 

Beleefe of it oppreffes me already : 

Light I fay,light. 

lag. Farewell, for I muft leaue you, 

Itfecmes not meete, nor wholelbmc to my.pate. 

To be produc’d, as if I ftay I fhall 

Againft the Moore, for I doe know the ftate. 

How euer this may gaule him with fome checks,. 
Cannot with fafety caft him, for hee’s imbark'd. 

With fuch loud reafon,to the Gipres warres. 

Which euennow ftands it» a«ft,that for their foules,. 
Another of his fathome, they haue not 
To leade their bufineffe,in which regard, 

Tho I doe hateliira, as I doe hells paines. 

Yet for neceflity of prefent life , 

I muft Ihew out a flag, and figne ofloue. 

Which is indeed but figne, that you (hall fureiy 
Finde him .- lead to the S agittar.the raifed fcatch. 

And there will I be with him. So farewell. 

Ejvitb 

Enter Barbantio in his flight gowm^andferttmts 
With Torches. 

er*. It is too rue an euill,gcne (he is, 

And what’s to come,of my dclpifed time. 

Is nought but bitternefle now Roderigo, 

Where didft thou fee her ; O vnhappy girle,. 

With the Moore faiftthou? who would be a father? 
How didft thou know twas (he ? O thou deceiueft me 
I aft thought : what faid fhc to you? get more tapers, 

6 i 
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Raifc all my kindred’, are they married thinke you ? 

Red. Truely I thinke they are. M ... 

Sr a. O heaucn,how got iTie 6ut?0 treafonafthebUJod} 
Fathers from hence,truft not your Daughters mindes/ 

By what you fee them ad, is there not charities. 

By which the property of youth and manhood t 

May be abus’d? naucyot* not read Rederim m saiD 

Of ibmc fuch thing. • :■ 

Rod. I haue fir. 

Bra. Call vp my brother i O that you had had her. 

Some one w'ay,fome another; doe yon know \ 

Where we may apprehend ber-,andthe : Mo©re? ::r r-oh zuuri •[ 
Rod . I thinke I can difeouer him,?! you pleafc 1 <i 

To get good guard,and goe along with me. 

Bra. Pray Ieade meon,ateuery houfcllecallj , 

I may command atmoft i get weapons ho, 

And raife fomefpccisll Officers of night: 

On good Roderi£o } l\c&dcz'M your paynes. Exeunt, 

Enter Othello, Iago,W attendants with Torches, 
la. Tho in the trade of warre,I haue flainc men, 

Yetdoe I hold it very ftuft of Conference. " 

To doe no contriu’d murrhec; I lacke iniquity 
Sometimes to doe me feruicc t nine orit.cn times, 

I had thought to haue ierk’d him here, 

Vnderthe ribbes. ■'.■■ ■ ■- 

Oth. Ti» betcer as it is. • 
lag. Nay, but he prated,- - v* «■ ' 

And ipokc fuch fcuruy,and prouokingtearmes 
A gain ft your Honor, that with the little gcdlineffo I haue, 

I did full hard forbearc him: but I pray fir. 

Arc you faft married ? For be fore of this. 

That the Magnifico is much bcloued, ;/ J 1 

And hath in his effe<5t,a voy ce potential!. 

As double as the D ukes ,hc will diuorce you, 

Or put vpon you what reftraint,and grccuancc. 

That law vykhsl) hi* m>ght<bibfoi£cit on, 

' 
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Weelegtuc him cable, 

Oth . Let him doe his fpite. 

My feruiccs which I haue done the Seigittorie, 

Shall out tongue bis complaints, tisyet to know,, 

That boafting is an honour, 

I {hall provulgate,! fetch my life and being, 

.From men of royaJl height, and my demerrits. 

May fpcake vnbonnited to as proud a fortune 
As this that I haue ready d ; for know /age, 

But that Houe the gentle Defdemona, * . 

I would not, my vnhoufed free condition. 

Put into circumfcription and confine 

For the fcas worth, Enter Caflio with lights , Officers , 

But looke what lights come yonder. and torches. 

Ia. Thefc are t he rai'fed Father and bis friends, 

You were beft goe in: 

Oth. Not 1,1 muft be found. 

My parts, my Title, and my perfcdV foule. 

Shall manifeft me rightly : it is they. 

Ia. By lams I thinke no. 

Oth. The feruants ofthc Duke, and my Lefoienaiit, 

The goodneffe of the night vpon your friends, 

Wlyat is thenewes, 

Caf. The Duke does grecte you Generali, 

And he requires yourhaft,poft haft appearance, 
Euenontheinftant. 

Oth. What’s the matter thinke you r 
Caf. Something from Cipres^s I may dj u i nC> 

Ius abufineffe of fomeheate, the G alleycs 
Haue font a dozen frequent meffenom 
This very night, at one anothets heelcs : 

And many of the Confols rais’d,and met 

wut CDljkCS alread y; you hrue bin hotly cald for, 
Wh™bc.»g 0 ot a ,y„ U rWgi„ g: „h e f oua i i 

To f fl!d!yo^out ,OUC t! ’ rCe leUCrail < l Ucrt * 

Otbt Tis well I am found by you., 
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lie fpend a word here in the houfe,and goc with you. 
Caf. AuncienCjwhat makes he here ? 

/*, Faith he to nrght,hath boorded a land Garrick .• 
If it proue lawfullprizejhce’s made for cuer. 

Caf. Idoenotvnderftand. 
la. Hee’s married, 

Caf. To who? 

E^er/Brabamio.RodefigOjW others with lights 

and weapons. 

la. Marry to Cotttc C*ptaine,will you 

Oth. Ha,withwho? 

Caf. Here comes another troupe to.. 
fa. It is Brabantio be aduifde. 

He comes to bad intent. 

Oth. Holla,ftand there; 

Rod. Seignior, it is the Moore. 

Cra. Downc with him theife. ' 
la. You Roderigo, Come fir, I am for 3 
Oth. Kecpe vp your bright (words, for 
Good Seignior you (hall more command \ 

Then with your weapons. 

Bra. O thou foule theefc, where haft thou flowed my 
Dambd as thotl art, thou haftinchanted her, 

For ile referre me to all thing of fenfe. 

Whether a maidc fo tender, faire, and ha] 

So oppofite to marriage,that(he (hund 
The wealthy cu.ied darlings of our Nation. 

Would cuer haue (to incurre a general mock 
Runne from her gardage to the footy I 
Of (itch a thing as thou ? to fcare,not to 1 
Such an abufer of the world,a pra&ifer 
Of Arts inhibited, and out of warrant? 

Lay hold vponhim,if he doe refift. 

Subdue him at his pcrill. 

Oth. Hold your hands : 

JBcth you of my inclining and the reft. 
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Moore of Venice. 



Were it my Qu. to fight,! fliould haue knownc it. 
Without a prompter, where will you that I goc. 

And anfwcr this your charge ? 

Bra. Toprifontillfittime 
Of Law, and* courfe of direct Selfion, 

Call thee to anfwcr, 

Oth. What if I doe obey. 

How may the Duke be therewith fatisfied, 

Whofc Mcflengers are heerc about my fide, 

Vpon fomeprefent bufinefle of the State, 

To beare me to him. 

Officer. Tis true moft worthy Seignior, 

The Duke’s in Counccll,and your noble felfe 
I am fure is fent for. 

Bra. How? the Duke in Councell? 

In this time ofthe night ? bring him away. 

Mine’s not an idle caufe,the Duke himfelfe. 

Or any of my Brothers of the State, 

Cannot but feelc this wrong,astwere their oWne. 
Foriffuch a£fions,may haue paffage free, 

Bondfiaues,and Pagans, fhal our Statefmen be. Exeunt. 

Enter Duke and Senators, fit at a Table with lights 
and Attendants. 

Duke, There is no Compofition in thefe newes, 

That giues them credit. 

1 Sena. Indeede they are difproportioned. 

My letters fay,a hundred and feuen Gallies. 

Du. And mine a hundred and forty. 

2 Sena. And mine two hundred : 

But though they iurape noton a iuft account. 

As in thele cafes,where they aym’d reports, 

Tis oft with difference, yet doe they all confirms 
A Turkifh fleete,and bearing vp to Qipeffe. 

Du. Nay,it is poffible enough to iudgement: 

I doe: not io fdcure me to the error. 

But the mayne Articles I doe ijpproue 








wgggjm mms&ssmmBmsm 

10 

In fearefullfcnfe* Enter a Meffengr. 

One within. What ho 5 what ho^wtat ho ? 

Sailor. A mcffcngcr from the Galley. 

Du. Now,thebufineffe? 

Sailor. The Tnrkjfh preparation makes for Rhode/, 

So was I bid report here 3 to the llate. 

Dtt. How fay you by this change? 

I Sena . This cannot be by noaffayof reafon— - 
Tis a Pageant, 

To kcepevs infalfegaze : whenwe confidcr 
The importancy otCypreffelo the Turk*: 

And let our fclucs againc 3 buc vnderftand. 

That as it more concernes the Turke thea Rhodes^ 

So may he with mo re facile queftion bcare it. 

Dn. And in all confidence^. hec’s not for Rhodes . 

Officer. Here is more newes. Enter a a. Mcficnger. 
Mef. The Ottamites y rcuer end and gracious. 

Steering with due courfc, toward the Ifle of Rhodes 9 
Haue there ini oynted with an after fleetc 
Of jo.faite,and now they doc rctTcrinc 
Their backward courfe,bearing withfranke appearance* 
Their purpofes towards Gyprtffct Seignior Montano^ 

Your tr ully and mod valiant feruitor; k 
With his free du.y recommends you thus* 

And pvayes you to bTeeue him. 

Du. Tis certainc then for Cjprejfc y 
Marcus Luccicos is nor here in Towns*, 
i Sena. Hee\srvvwin Florence. 

Ph. Write from vs,wifh him poft,poft h-ift difpatcb; ' 

uio.OihellojRodcrigp, Iago,Caflio^ 
I ■ :'i\<:i\wna>and Officers. 

1 ; . .'"i v r cyxuii in d the valiant Moort. 

Tj ;» V >. ; Oi!; tr >, e n.ult ltraiteimpioy you, 
j}-. V euem ' O: turnon ; 

■ . . ( come i;?ntk Seignior,. 

; your helpcco night. 
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Bra. So did I yours 3 good yourGracepardon me. 
Neither my place,nor ought 1 heard ofbufinefle 
Hath rais’d me from nay bed, nor doth the general! care 
Take any hold of me, for my particular griefes. 

Is ofi'o floodgate and orebearing nature, 

Tha* it engluts and fwaUowes other forrowes. 

And itisftillitfclfc. 

Dt*. Why, what’s the matter? 

t>-- O m\; danphter. 



Bra. I to me.* 

She is abus*d,ftolne from me and corrupted. 

By fpels and medicines, bought of mountcbaucks. 
For nature fo prepofteroufly to erre, 

Sauncc witchcraft could not. 

Dh. Who ere he be, that in this foule proceeding 
Hath thus beguild your daughter of her felfc. 

And you ofhcr,the bloody bookc of Law, 
fou (hall your felfc,read in the bitter letter. 

After its ownc fenfe,tho our proper fonne 
Stood in ypur a&ion. 

Bra. Humbly I thanke your Grace ; 

Here is the man^this Moore,whom now it feemes 
Your fpec tail mandatc,for the State affaires 
Hath hither brought. 

uilL We are very forxy for’e. 

Du, What in your owne part can you fay t® this ? 

Bra. Nothing, but this is fo. 

Oth. Moft potent, graue, and reuerend Seigniors, 
My very noble and approoued good maifters : 

That I haue tane away this old mans daughter,^ 

It is mod true : true,I haue married her. 

The very head and front of my offending. 

Hath this extent no more. Rude am I in my Ipeccb, 
And little bieft with the fet phrafe of peace. 

For fince thefc times ofmine had feuenyeares pith. 
Till now fonse nine Jvloone j wafted, they haue v s’i 
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Their deareft a&iop in the tented field. 

And little of this great world can I fpeake. 

More then pertaines to feate of broyle, and battaile. 
And therefore little fhall I grace my caufe. 

In fpeaking for my fclfe;yet by your gracious patience, 
I will a round vnuarnifli’d tale deliver, 

Ofmy -whole courfe of loue,w: i?.r d 'Ugr,whac charmes, 
What coniuration,and what mig], • j Magicke, 

(For fuch proceedings am I charg’ . Jib'd!: ) 

I wonne his daughter. 

Bra. A maiden neuer bold of fpir' t. 

So Hill and quiet, that her motion 
Bluflitatherfelfe : andfheinfpitcofuature, 
Ofyeares,ofCountrey,credit ? cuery thing, 

To fall In loue with what fiie fear’d to looke on ? 

It is a iudgement maimd,and moll imperfeft. 

That will confefleperfe£Iion,fo would erre 
Againfl all rules ofNature,and muft be driuen. 

To findeouc pradlifes of cunning hell. 

Why this Ihould be, I therefore vouch agaitle. 

That with fome mixtures powerrull ore" the blood. 

Or with fome dram coniu-.’d to this effc&. 

He wrought vpon her. 

Du. Toyouth this is no proofe. 

Without more ceitiine and more ouert teft, 

Thefc are thin habits, and poore likelihoods, 
Ofmoderne feemings,you prefeire againfthim. 

1 Sew. But Othello lpeake, __ 

Did you by indirect and forced courfes. 

Subdue and poifon this young maidcs affeftions ? 

Or came it by requeft,and fuch faire queftion. 

As loirle to foule affoordeth ? 

O.'h. I doe befeechyou. 

Send for the Lady totheSagittar, 

And let her fpeake ofme before her father ; 

If you doe findcmcfoulcin her report, 

Not onclv take away ,but let your fente’nee 
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Fuen fall vpon my life. , 

Du. Fetch Defdemma hither. Exit twtor thrtt. 

Oth Ancient conduit them, you bed know the place ,* 
And till (lie come,as faithfull as to heauen. 

So iuftly to your graue eares Tie prefenr. 

How I did thriue in this faire Ladyes loue. 

And (he in mine. 

Du. Say it Othello. 

Oth, Her Father loued me,oft inuited me. 

Still queftion*d me the ftory of my life, 

From year e to ycare-the battailes,feiges, fortunes 
Thatlhauepaft: 

I ran it through ,euen from my boyifh ^layes, 

Toth’ very moment that he bade me tell it . 

Wherein I fpake of mod difaftrous chances. 

Of moouing accident of flood and field ; 

Of he ire-breadth fcapes ith imminent deadly breach ; 
Ofbcing taken by the infolent foe? . 

And fold to flauery,and my redemption thence. 

And with it all my trauells Hiftorie ; 

W herein of Antrces vaft,and Deferts idle. 

Rough quarrics,rocks and hils,whofe heads touch heauen, 

I I was my hent to fpeake, fuch was the precede : 

And of the Cannibals, that each other eate; 

The dnthropophagie, and men whofe heads 

Doe grow beneath their (houlders : this to heare, 

Would Defdemona 1‘erioufly incline; 

But ftill the houfe affaires would draw her thence. 

And eucr as flic could with haft difpatch, 

Shee’d come againe,and with a greedy care 
Deuourevp my difcouvfe; which I obfeiuing, 

T ookc once a ply ant houre,and found good mcanes 
To draw from her a prayer of earned heart. 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate. 

Whereof by parcell flic had lomething heard. 

But not intentiuely,I did confent, ° 

And often did beguile her ©fber teares, 

c 3 
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When I did (peake of fome diftreffed ftroakc 
That my youth fuf&rcd : my ftory being done; 

She gauc me for my paines a world offighes; 
Shefworelfaith twas ftrange.twas paffingftrangc ; 

Twas pittiful!,t\vas wondrous pittlfull; 

She wifht {he had not heard it, yet flic wifht 
ThatHeauenhadmadehcr fuch aman: (he thanked me, 
And bad me,ifl had a friend that loued her, 

1 feould but teach him how to tell my ftory, 

And that would wo®e her. V pon this heate I fpake.* 

'She lou’d me for thedangers I had paft. 

And I lou’d her that fee did pitty rhern. 

This onely is the witchcraft I haue ?s’d : 

Here comes the Lady, 

Let her witneffeit. 

Enter Defdemcna,Tago,W the reft. 

Du. I thinkc this tale would win my daughter to, — — 
Good Brabantto, take vp this mangled matter at the beft, 

_ Men doe their broken weapons rather vfe, 

Then their bare hands. 

Br 4. I pray you heare her fpeakc. 

If fee confeffe that fee was halfe the wooer, 
Deftruftionlite on me, if my bad blame 
Light on the man. Come hither gentle miftreiTc: 

Doe youperceiuein all this noble company, 

Where tr.oftyou owe obedience ? 

Deft. My noble father, 

I doe percciuc here a deuided duty : 

To you I am bound for hfc and education; 

My life and education both doe learnc tne 
Hbw to refpeft y ou.you are Lord ofall my duty, 

I am hitherto your daughter, But Ire ere s my husband : 
And fo much duty as my mother fee wed 
Toyou. preferring you before her father. 

So inuch I challenge, that I may profcfio, 

Due so .-he Moore my Lord, 






omoj Venice 

&4. Godbu’y,Iha done : 
pleafe ityour Grace,on to the State affaires ; 

I had rather to adopt a child then get it ; 

Come hither Moore: 

I here doc giuc thee that .with all my heart 
I would keepc from thee : for your fake leWell, 

I am glad at foule. 1 haue no other child, 

For thy efcape would teach me tyranny, 

To hang clogs on em,I haue don e my Lord. 

D#. Let me fpeakc like your 1 elfc.and lay a fenteuce 
Which as a greefc or ftep may helpe t hefe louers 
Into your fauour. 

When remedies arc paft.thc griefes arc ended. 

By feeing the worft, which late on hopes depended. 

To mourne a mifeheife that is paft and gone, 

3 s the next way to dra w more, rnifch iefe on ; 

What cannot be preferu’d when fortune takes. 

Patience her iniury a mockery makes. 

The rob’d that fmilcs,ftcalcs fometiiing from the rhiefe. 

He robs himfdfc, that fpends a bootcieffe griefc. 

Br<t. So let the 7«r£e,of Cypres vs beguile, 

Welofc itnot fo long as we can finile ; 

He bearcs the fentence well that nothing bcares,. 

But the free comfort.which from thence he hearcs : 

But hebeares both the fcntcncc and the forrow, 

- That to pay gricfe.muft of poorc patience borrow. 

Thcfcfcntcnces to fugar,or to gall, 

Being ftrong on botlviides.arc cquiuocallr 
But words arc words, I neucr yepdid heare,; 

That the bruis’d heart was pierced through the eare r 
Bcfcech you now,to the affaires of the ftate. 

Du. The Turkf with moil mighty preparation makes for Cipret r 
Othtllty the fortitude of the placcyis beft knowneto you, and tho wc 
haue there a fobftitute ofmoft allowed fufficiency,yet opinion,a fo- 
ueraignemiftrefle ofcffcft?,throwes a more later voycc on ycU'Vou' 
muft therefore bee content to (lubber the gloffe of your new for- 
s j wit »» this more ftubbornc ana boifterous expedition. 

C 4 * Oik 
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• Oth. The tyrant cuftome mall great Senators, 
Hath made the flinty and fteele Codcb of watre, 

My thrice driuen bed ofdovvne : I doe agnize 
A natural! and prompt alacrity, 

I finde in hardne(Tc,and would vndsrtake 
This prefent warres again!! the Ottamites, 

Mofl humbly thcreforc,b ending to your State, 

I craue fit difpofition for my wife. 

Due reuerence of place and exhibition. 

Which (uch accomodation ? and befort 
As leuels with her breeding. 

jy». If you p!cafe,bee’c at her fathers. 

Bra. Ilenothaueitfo. 

Oth. Nor I. 

Defd. Nor 1,1 would not there refid 
To put my father in impatient thoughts, 

By being in hiseyc: mod gracious 
To my vnfolding lend a gracious e 
Andlet me finde a charter in your 
And if my fimplcnefi'e. - — 

Dm. IV hat would you — fpeah 
Def. That I did lone the Moor©;, 

My downe right violence, and fcorne 
May trumpet to the world .* my hearts 
Fucn to the vtmotl picafure of my 
I favv Othellocs viflagein his minde. 

And to his Honors, and his valiant pa 
Did I my foule and fortunes confecrare ; 

So thacdeerc Lords, if I be lefc behindc, 

A Mothcofpeacc,and he goe to the warre. 

The rites for which I loue him, are bereft me, 

And I a heauy interim fhall fupport, 

By his deare abfencejlecrne goe with him. 

Oth. Y our voyces Lords : befeech you let her Will, 
Hauc a free way, I therefore b*g it not 
To picafe the pail c of my nppccne, 

Nor to comp i y with ^eatcjthe young affc&s s 
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| n tnydefiw£!,and proper fatisfa&ion, 

But to be free and bounteous of her mind. 

And heauen defend your good foules that you thinks 
I will your ferious and good bufinefle fcant. 

For flic is with me; — tio.whcn light- wingd toyes, 
And feather’d Cupid foyles with wanton dulnefle. 

My lpcculatiue and a&iue inftrutnents. 

That my difports,corrupt and taint my bufinefife. 

Let hufwiuesmakc a skelletof my Helmc, 

And all indigne and bafe aduerfities. 

Make head againtt my reputation. 

Du. Be it,as you (hall priuately determine. 

Either for (lay or going,the affairescry haft. 

And fpeede muft anfwer,you muft hence to niyltf, 

Defd. To night my Lord? 

Du. This night. 

Oth. With all my heart, 

Du. At ten i’the morning here wcel mcete againc. 
Othello, lcaue lome officer behind. 

And he fhall our Commiflion bring to you. 

With fuch things elfc of quality or rcfpe&. 

As doth eonccme you. 

Oth. Pleafe your Grace, my Ancient, 

A man he is of honefty and tr uft. 

To his conucyance I affigne my wife. 

With what clfe nccdefull your good Grace (hall chinke, 
To befent after me. 

Du. Let it be fo : 






Good night to euery one,and noble Seignior, 

Ifvertuc no delighted beauty Iacke, 

Your fonln law is farre more faire then blacke. 

1 Sena. AJue brauc Moore, v(e Defdemona well. 

Bra. Lookcto her Moore,haue aquicke eye to fee. 
She has decciu'd her father, may doe thee. Exeunt. 

Oth, My life vpon her faith : honed I ago. 

My Defdemona muft I lcaue to thee, 

* prcethcclet thy wife attend on her. 
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And bring bcr after in the bcfl aduantage ; 

Come Defdemona,\ haue but an houre 
Of louc,of worldly matters, and dirc&ion. 

To fpend with thcc,wc muft obey the time. 

Rod, I ago. Exit Moore and Defdemona. 

la<r. What faieft thou noble heart ? 

Rod - What will 1 doe thinkcll thou ? 
lag. Why goc to bed and flecpe. 

Rod. I will incontinently drowne my felfc. 
lag. Well, if thou doeft,Ifhall ncuerloue thee after it, 
Why,thoU filly Gentleman. 

Rod. It is fillinefle to hue, when to line is a torment, and thenwe 
haue a prefcription,todye when death is our Phyfitioni 

lag. I ha look’d vpon the World for foure times feuenycafet, 
and fince I could diftinguilh betweene a benefit, and an iniury,T ne- 
ucr found a man that knew how to lone himfelfe : ere I would fay 
I would drowne my felfc, for thcloucof a Ginny Hen, I would 
change my humanity with aBaboone. ' 

Rod. What fiiould I do M confcffe it is my fliamc to be fo fond, 
but it is not in my vertuc to amend it. 

lag. Vcrtue? a fig, tisinourfclues, that wee arc thus, or thus, 
out bodies are gardens, to the which our wills are Gardiners, fo that 
if we will plant Netdes,or fow Lctticc,fet Ifop, and weed vp Tiitc; 
fupply it with one gender ofhearbes, or diftradt it with many; ci- 
ther to haue it ftcrrill with Idleneffc,or manur’d with Induflry, why 
the pow; r,and corrigible Authority of this, lies in our wills. If the 
ballancc of our Hues had not one fcale ofreafon,to poife another # 
fcnfuility; the blood and bafenefle of our natures , would condiio 
vs to mold prepoftetous conclusions. But vvcehauercafontocook 
our raging motionsyour carnall flings, our vnbitted lulls ; where 0 * 
I take this,that you call louc to be a fervor fyen. 

Rod. It cannot be. _ ' 

lag. It is mcerly a lull of the blood,and apermiflion ofthewul- 
Come, bea man; drowne thy felfc? drowne Cats and blinde Pup- 
pies : I profeffe ms thy friend, and I confeflc me knit to thy dclcr- 
uiiig, with cables of perdurabje toughnefTe ; I could neuer bcttc- 
flccde thee then now. Putiponey in thy purfej follow thele warrs$> 
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defcatc thy fauour with an vfurp’d beard; I fay, put money in toy 
purfe. Itcannot be, that Defdemona fhould long continue herJoue 



vote the Moore, — put money in thy purfe,— nor he to her; it was 
a violent commencement , and thou {halt fee an anlwcrable leque- 
ftratiou : put but money in thy purfe. —Thele Moores arc change- 
able in their wills: — fill thy purfe with money. The food that to 
him now, is as lulbious as Locufts,{hall be to him fliortly as acerbe 
as the Colloquintida. When fhee is fated with his body , fhec will 
. findc the error of her cho.yce ; Ihee mull haue change, fhecroufr. 
Therefore put money in thy purfe : if thou wilt needes 'damme 
thy felfc, doe it a more delicate way then drowning; make all 
the money thoucanft. Iffandlimony, and a fraile vow, betwixt an 
erring Barbarian, and a fuper fubtje Venetian, be not too hard for my 
wits, and all the tribe of hell, thou (halt cnioy her; therefore make 
money, --- apox a drowning, tis cleane out of the way » feeke thou 
rather to be hang’d ill comparing thy ioy,then to bee drowned, and 
goe without her. 

Rod. W lit thou be faft to my hopes ? 

lag. Thou aft furc of me— goe, make money —I haue told 
thee often.and I tcllthee againc, and againe, I hate the Moore , my 
caufe is harted, thine has no leffe reafon,let vs be communicatiue in 
ourreuenge againllbim: Ifthoucanft cuckold nim,thou doeft thy 
felfe a pleafure,and me a fport. There are many eueats in the womb 
afTimCjwhich will be dcliuered. T rauerce,go, proui de thy money, 
we will h aue more of this to morrow, Adiuc. 

Rod. Where fhall we mcctc i’th morning. 
lag. At my lodging. 

Rod. fie be with thee betimes. 

dag. Go co, farewell : — doc you hear eRodirigo} 

Rod. what fay you? 

lag. No more of drowriing.doeyoa heare ? 

Rod, I am chang’d. “ Exit Roierigo. 

lag . Goc to,farcwe!l,put money enough in your purlc: 

Thus doe I cucr make my foole my purfe: 

For I mine owne gain’d knowledge fhould prophane. 

If I would time expend with fuch a lnipe, 

Bnt for my fport and profit : I hate the Moore, 

n - » , 
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And it i* thought abroad,that twixt my fhcetes 
Ha’s done my office; I know not, if ’t be true — - 
YetT,formcerc fufpition in that kind, 

\V ill doe,as if for furety ; he holds me well. 

The better fliall my purpofc workc on him. 

Cafsio't a proper man,!et me fee now. 

To get this place,and to make vp my will, 

A double knauery — - how,how, let me lec. 

After fome time,to abufc Othtllee s earc. 

That he is too familiar with his wife : 

He has a perfon and a fmooth dilpofe. 

To be fufpc&ed, fram’d to make women falfc : 
ThcMoorea free and open nature too, 

That thinkes men honell.that but feemes to be fo : 

And will as tenderly be led bic’h nofc — -..as A Acs are ? 

I ha’t,it is ingcnder*d : Hell and night 

Muft bring this monftrous birth to the worlds light. 

Exit, 

<±ASus i . 

Serna i. 

Enter Montanio, Gouernfr of Cypr tt/ri;h 
two other Gentlemen. 

Montanio. 

T/VTHat from the Cape can you difeerne at Sea ? 

i Gent. Nothing at ail,it is ahighvuought flood, 

I cannot twixt the hauenand the maync 
Defcryafaile. 

Mon. Me thinkes the wind does fpeake aloud at land, 

A fuller blaft ne’re fliooke our Battlements.” 

If it ha ruffian d fo vpon the fea* 

Whasribbcs of Oak^svhen the huge mountainemjslt, 



-^YWlmWei 

Can hold >h« monte, - What &»« ^hoar'ofAia 1 

2 Cent. Aggregation of the T^r^FlcctCt 

For doe but ftand vpon the banning fliorc. 

The chiding billow feemes to pelt the cloudes. 

The w'mdc fhak’d furge, with high and monftcou? .pvfat,. 
Seemesto caft water,onthc burningBeare, 

And quench the guards of th’euer hred pole* 

I ncuer did, like molcftation view, 

On the inchafed flood. 

Mon. If that the 7#r^/kFlecte 
Be not in(helter’d,and embayed^they arc drown d # . . 

It is impoffible they b ear e it out* 

Enter a third GentUma». 

3 Gent. Newes Lords, your warres are done: 

The defperate Tempeft hath fo bang’d the Turke, 

That their defignement halts :Another (hippe of V ntice hath feetlC 
A greeuous wracke and fufferance 
On moft part of the Fleete. 

Men. How,is this true? 

3 Gent. The fliippc is heerc put in ; 

A Veroneffa, Michael Gajfto, 

Leiutcnant to the warlike Moore Othello, 

Is come afliore : the Moore feimfeltc at Sea, 

And is in full Commiffion here for Cypres , 

Men. I am glad on’t,tis a worthy Gouernour. 

3 Gent. B ut this fame Cafsio , tho he fpeake of comfoi f, 
Touching the Tttrktfh Ioffe, yet helookes fadly. 

And prayes die Moore be fafe,for they were parted, 

W ith foulc and violent Tempelh*. 

Mon. Pray Hcauenheber 
For I haue feru d him,atid the mancoaamands 
Like a full Souldier t; 

Lets to the fea flde,ho, 

Asvvelltofcethcvcflellthat’scotnein, 

T> Z 
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The Tragedy of (Jthello 



As to throw out our eyes for braue Othello. 
f4. 5 Gent. Come , lets doc fo, t*j 

For eurry minute is cxpe&ancy “* 

Ofmore arriuance, Enter Gaffio. 

' Caf Thanl^es to the valiant of this worthy I fie. 

That l'o approuethe Mpore.and let the heauens 
Giuc him defence ngainft their Elements, 

For I haue loft him on a dangerous fea. 

Mon. Is he well fhipt ? 

C af. His Barke is ttoutly timberd.and his Pilate 
Of very expert and approu’d allowance. 

Therefore my hope’s not forfeited to death. 

Stand in boldcure. Enter a Meffenger. 

Meff. A fuile,a faile, a faile. 

Caf, What noyfe? 

Mtjf. The Towne is empty ,on the browo’thlea, 
otand ranckcs of people,ana they cry a fayle. 

Caf* My hopes doe fhape him for the guernement. 

z Gen. Theydoe difehargethefhot ofcourtefie, 

Our friend at leaft. Afoot, 

Caf. I pray you fir goe forth. 

And giue vs truth, who tis thatisarriu’d. 

z Gent. Iftiall. Exit. 

Mon. But good Leiutenant,is your Generali wiu’ 

Caf. Moft fortunately, he hath atchieu’d a maid 
That parragons defcription,and wild fame : 

One that cxcclls the blafoning pens, 

And in the cffentiall vcfture of creation. 

Does beare all excellency : — - now, who has put in ? 

Enter %. Gentlemen. 

z Gent. Tis one /*g«,ancietit to the Generali, 

He has had moft fauoutable.and happy fpeede, 

Tempefts thcttifclues,by feas,and houling windes, 

The guttered rocks,and congregated fands. 

Traitors enicerpedjto clog the guildefleKeelc, 

As hauing fence of beauty, da omit 
Their common natures, letting goe fafely by 







Thediuine Vefdemona. 

Mon. What isfhe? 

■Caf. She thatT fpoke of,our great Captains Captatne, 
left in »he conduct of thebol dlago. 

Wliofc footing here anticipates our thoughts 
A fenni gilts fpeede — great lone Othello guard. 

And fwell his faile with thine owne powerfull breath. 
That he may blcfie this Bay with his tali fhippe. 

And fwifciy come to Defdemona'j armes. 

£w«rDefdemona,Iago,Emillia,4»^Roderigo« 

Giue renewd fire, 

To our cxtin&ed fpirits. 

And bmvfzVcCyfreffe comfort, — Obehold 
The riches of the fhip is come afHore. 

Ye men of Cypres, let her haue your knees : 

Haile to thee Lady : and the grace of heauen. 

Before, behinde thcc,and on euery hand, 

Enwhcele thee round. 

D efd. I thankc you valiant Caff to : 

What tidings can you tell me of my Lord > 

Caf. He is notyet arriued, nor know I ought. 

But that hee’s well,and will be fnortly here. 

Defd. O but I fearc .• — how loft you company ? 

[within.] A faile faith 

Caf. The great contention of the fca and skies . 

Parted our fcllowfhip •, but.harkc,A faile. 

a Gent. They giuc their greeting to the CittadeU,. 
This likewifeis a friend. 

Caf. So fpeakesthis voycc .• 

Good Ancicnt,you are wekome,welcome,Miftre{re s 
Let it not gall your patience, good I ago. 

That I extend my manners, tis my breeding, 

That ghics me this bold fticw of courtcfic. 3 

Jag. For would fhc giue you fo much of her lips. 

As of her tonguc,fhe has beftowed on me. 

You’d haue enough,. 

t> 4; 
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Def. Alas ! fhee has no fpecch, 

I know too much : 

lfinde it,T; for when I ha lift to fleepe, 

Mary,before your Ladiftiip ] grant, 

She puts her tongue alittle in her heart. 

And chides with thinking. 

Em. Youhalutlecaufctofay fo. 
lag. Come on,Gome on, you are Pi&ures out adores? 
Bells in your Parlors : Wildcats in your Kitchins.* 

Saiuts in your injuries : Diuclls being offended : 

Players in your houfwifery ; and houfwiues in your beds. 
O fie vpon thee flandcrcr. 
lag. Nay,it is cruc,or clfe I am a Turk?, 

Y ou rife to play, and goe to bed to worker 
Em. You (hall net write my praife. 

Jag . No.letmc not. 

Defd. What woul Jft thou write of me. 

If thou fhouldft praife me ? 

Jag. O gentle Lody ,doe not put me to’t, 

Fcr 1 am nothing.if not Critical!. 

Dtfd. Come on,affsy — there's one gone to the Harbor? 
Jag. 1 Madam. 

JJtfd. 1 am not merry, but 1 doe beguile 
The thing 1 am, by fecrr.ing otherwile : 

Come,how woaldft thou praife me? 

Jag. I am aboutit,but indeed my inuentioa 
Comes from my pate, as birdlime does from freeze. 

It plucks out braine and ail : but my Mufe labors. 

And thus (he is deliuer’d .♦ 

If {he be faire and vnfe,faircneflc and wit; 

The one’s for vte,the other vfing it. 

Dtfd. Well praifdc : how tF flic be biacke and witty? 
lag , If fhe be blacke,and thereto haue a wir, 

Sbee'le finde a whitc,that {hall her blackncffe hit. 

Dtfd. Worfeand worf\ 

Em. How if faire and foolifti? 

Jag. She peucr yet was fooiifti/hnt was fake, 
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Poreuen her folly helpt her, toahaire. 

Def Thcfc are old paradoxes,to make fooles Itugh i’che Alchoule, 
VVhat miferable praife haft thou for her,. 

That’s foule'and foolifti ? 

Jag. There’s none fo foule,and foolifti thereunto. 

But does foule prankes, which faire and wife ones doe. 

Dtfd. O heauy lgnorancc,that praifes the worftbeft t but what 
praife couldft thou beftow on a deferuing woman indeed ? one, 
thac in the authority of her merries, did iuftly put on-the vouch o( 
very malice it felfe ? 

lag. Shethatwa$!euerfaire,and ncucr proud,. 

Had tongue at will,and yet was ncuer lowd,, 

Ncuer Iackt gold,and yet went neuer gay, 
pled from herwifli,and yet faid,now I may : 

She thatbeing angrcd,hcr rcitenge being nigh,, 

Bad her wrong ftay,and her difplealure flye j 
She that in wifcdome,ncuer was fo firaile , 

To change the Codfliead for the Salmons taile.. 

She that could thinke,and nc’rc difelofe her minde,., 

She was a wight.if euer fuch wight were. 

Def. To doe what ? 

lag. To fucklc fbolcs, and chronicle finall Beere, 

Def. O moft hme and impotent conclufion .* 

Doe not learne of him Emi/lia, tbo he be thy husband ; 

How fay you Cafftofs he not amoft prophaneandliberall 
Counfellour? 

Caf. He fpeakes home-Madam, youmay rellifhhitn 
More in the Souldier thetj in the Scholler. 

lag. He takes her by th.epalmej-1 well fed,whi(perr as little 
webbe as this will enfnarc as great a Flee as Cajffc. I fmilevpon 
her doc : I will catch you in yoor owne courtefies : youfay true 
t« fo indeed. If fuch triekes as thelV ftrip you out of your Leitite- 
nantry,it hadbecne better you had not rift your three fingerafo oft. 
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Enter Othello,*^ At tend, into, 

Caf. Tis truely fo. 

Def. Lets mcece him, arid recciue him. 

Caf. Loe, where he comes. . 

Oth. O my fairc Waniour. 

Def My deare Othello. 

Oth, It giues me wonder great as my content, 

To Tee you lierc before me O my foti'es ioy. 

If after cuery tempeft, come fuch calmeneffe. 

May the winds blow,till they haue wakened death. 
And let the labouring Barke clime hills offeas, 
Olympus bigh,and duck againe as low', 

As. hell’s from Heauen : If it were now to 
T’were now to be m oft happy, for I feat 
My foulc hath her content fo abfolute. 

That not another comfort,like to this 
Succeeds in vnknowne Fate,* 

Def. The Heauens forbid. 

But that our loues and com 
Euen as our dayes doe growe 
Oth. Amen to thatfweetc powe 
I cannot fpeake enough ofthis 
It flops me heerc,it is too much of ioy : 

And this, and this,the greatefldi 
That ere our hearts fhall make. 

lay. 0,you are well tun’d now. 

But Tic fet downe the pegs, that make this 
Ashoncftaslam. 

Oth. Come, let vs to the Caflle : 

Newes friends, ourwarres are done,the Turks are 
How doe cur old acquaintance of the Ifle ; 
Honny,you ftiall be well defir’d m Cypres-, 

I haue found great leue amongft them : O my fwcet< 
I prattle out of fa(bion,and I dote. 

In mine one comforts : I preethee good Iago, 

Goe to the Bay,and difimbarke my Coffers j 
Bring thou the Matter to the Cittadell j 
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He is a eood one, and his worthinefle, 

Docs challenge much r efpeft : come befdemoM, 

Onec more well met at Cypres. Exit . 

lag. Doe thou meetc me prefently at the Habour: come hither. 
If thou beeft valiant,a$ they fay, bale men being in loue, haue then 
a Nobility in their natures, more then is natiue to them — lift me, 
the Leiutenant to night watches on the Court of Guard: firft I will 
tellthee,this Vcfdcmona is direftly in loue with him. 

Rod With him ? why tis not poflible. 

Ug. Lay thy finger thus, and let thyfoulebeinftrufted : marke 
rae,with what violence fhe firft lou d the Moore,but for bragging, 
^nd telling her fantafticall lies ; and willfheloue himftill forpra- 
ting? let not the difcrcet heart thinkefo. Hereyemuftbefed, and 
what delight (ball fhe haue to look on the Diucll ? When the ^lood 
is made dull with the aft of fport, there fhould be againe to inflame 
it,andgiue faciety a frefli appetite. Loue lines in fauour, fympathy 
in ycares, manners and bcauties;all which the Moore is defeftiue in: 
now for want of thefe requir'd conueniences , her delicate tender- 
nc(fe will find e ir felfe abus’d,beginne to heaue the gorge, difrelliffo 
and abhorre the Mooic,very nature will inftmft her to it, and com- 
pcllhertofomefccondchoyce: now fir, this granted^s it is amoft 
pregnant and vnforced pofuion, who ftands fo eminently in the de- 
gree of this fortune, as Cafsio does ? a knaue very voluble, no farder 
confcionable,thcn in putting on the meere forme of ciuill and hand- 
feeming,for the better coinpafling of his fait and hidden affefti- 
ons: Afubtleflippery knaue, a finder out of occafions; that has .an 
eye, can ftampc and counterfeit the true aduantagesneuer prefenc 
themfclucs.Befides,thie knaue is handfome,yong, and hath all thole 
requisites in him that folly and green mindeslook.aft er; a peftilent 
complete knaue, and the woman has found him already. 

Rod. I cannot belecue that inher, (bee's full of rooft bleft con- 
dition. 

Bleft figs end: the wine (bcedrinkesis madeof grapes: if 
foe had bcencbleft,fhe would neuerhaue lou’d the Moore. Didft 
foou not fee her paddlewich the palme of his hand ? 

R°d. Yes, but that was but courcefic. 

Lechery, by this hand : an Index and prologue tot.hc.hi- 

E z (lory. 
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ftory ofluft and foule thoughts .• they met fo neere with their lips, 
that their breathes embrac’d together. When thefe mutualities 
fo marfhall the way,hand at hand,comcs the maineexercife,thc in- 
corporate conclufion. But fir,be you rul'dby mee, I haue brought 
you from Venice : watch you to night, for your command I’le lay’t 
vpon you } Cafji 4 knowes you not,l'le not be farre from you, do you 
finde fomc occafion to anger C^/fw, either by fpaaking too loud, ot 
tainting his difcipline,or from what other caufeyoupleafe ; which 
the time fhall more fauourabiy miniftcc. 

Rod. Well, 

lag. Sir he israfh, and very fuddain in cho!cr,and haply witlihii 
Trunchen may ftrike at you; prouoke him that he may,for euenout 
of that,will I caufc thefe of Cypres to mutiny , whofe quallification 
fhall come into no true cruft again’c,but by the difplanting of Caftir. 
So (hall you haue a fhorcer iourney to yourdefircs by themeanesl 
fhal then haue to prefer them,& the impediment, moft profitablyje- 
mou’d, without which there were no expedition of our profperity. 
Rod. 1 will doc this, if I can bring it to any opportunity. 
lag. 1 warrant thec,mcete me by and by at the Cittadclljl mud 
fetch his neceffaries afhoic. — Farewell. 

Red. Adue. , Exit, 

lag. That Cafsh loues her, I doe well bcleeue it 
That flie loueshim,tis apt and of great credit; 

The Moore howbe’r,that 1 induce him not. 

Is ofa conftant,noble,!ouing nature; 

And I dare thinkc,heelc prone to Defdemort a, 

A moft deere husband : now I doe louc her too. 

Not one of abfolute luft,tho pvraduenture. 

I ftand accountant for as great a fin. 

But partly lead to diet my reuenge. 

For that I doe fufpedi the luftfuli Moore, 

Hath leap’d into my feat«,the thought whereof 
Doth like a poifonous minerall gnaw my inwards. 

And nothing can, nor fhall content my foule, 

Till I am etien with him,wife,for wife : 

Or failing fo,yet that I put the Moore, 

At leaft,into a Iealoufie fo ftrong, 
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The Moore of Venice. zp- 

That Iudgdment cannot cure; which thing to doe. 

If this poore trafh of rett ice, whom I crufh. 

For his quickc hunting.ftand the putting on, 

I’le haue our Michael Cafsio on the hip, 

Abufc him to the Moore, in the ranke garbe, 

(For I fearc C<«/rw,with my nightcap to) 

Make the Moore thanke me,loue me,and reward me. 

For making him e gregioufly an AfTc, 

And praftifing vpon his peace a«d quiet, 

Euen to madneffe : tis here,but yet confus’d, 

Koaueries plaine face is neucr fccne,till vs’d. 

Exit. 

Enter a Gentleman reading a Proclamation. ^ 

It is Othello t plcafure;our noble and valiant Generall,that vpon 
certainc tidings now arriued, importing the mecre perdition of the 
Turkjjh Fleetc; that euery man put himfelfe into triumph:Some to 
dance, fome make bonefires ; each man to what (port and Re- 
bels his minde leadeshim; forbefidcs thefe beneficiall newes , it 
is the celebration of hi* Nuptialls .* So much was hi* plcafure 
fhould bee proclaimed. All Offices are open, and there is full 
liberty , from this prefent houre of fiue , till the bell hath told 
eleuen. Heauen bleffe the Ifle of Cypres, 2 nd our noble Generali 
Othello. J 

'!' Enter Othello,Caflio,4»dDefdemona. 

•* ^ 00< ^ Michael, looke you to the guard to night, 

Tets teach our felucs the honourable ftoppe. 

Not to out fport difcrction. 

Caf. 1 ago hath diretfted what to doe : 

But notwithftanding with my perfonall eye 
Will I looke to it. 

Or A, /^oismofthoneft, 

Michael good night,to morrow with your earlieft, 
me haue fpeech with you,come my deare louc, 

^fl'purchafc made, the fruits are to ctifue, 
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The profits yet to come twixt me and you. 

Good night. Exit Othello 

Enter hgo. * 

v f. Welcome /^«,wc mud to the watch. 
lag. Notthis hourc Leiutenant/is not yet ten aclock : our Gc- 
nerallcaft vs thus early for the loue of his Defdemna . who let vs 
not therefore blame,hee hath not yet made wanton the night with 
her ; and flic is fport lor I out. 

Caf. She is a mod exquifice Lady. 
lag. And I’le warrant her full of game. 

Caf. Indeede fhc is a molt frefli and delicate creature. 
lag. What an eye flie has? 

Me thinkes it founds a parly of prouocation. 

Caf. An hunting eye, and yet me thinkes right moddeft. 
la And when flic fpeakcs,tis an alarme to loue. 

Caf. I c is indeede pcrfe&ion. 

lag. Weli,happincfle to their flieetes — come Leiutenant, I 
haue a ftope of Wine, and hecre without are a brace of Cypres Gal- 
lants, that would faine haue a meafure to the health of the blacke 
Othello. ' 

Caf. Not to nighr.good I ago-, I haue very poore and vnliappy 
braines for drinking: I could well wifli courtefie would inuent fome 
other cuftome of entei taincment. 

lag. O they are our friends, — but one cup :l’le drink for you. 
Caf. I ha drunke but one cup to night, and that was craftily qua- 
lified to, and behold what innnuation it makes here : lam vnfor* 
tunate in the infirmity , and dare nottaske my weakeneffe with 
anymore. , 

laq. What man, tis a night of Reuells,the Gallants defire it, 
Caf. Where arc they? 
lag. Hc.reatthedorc,I pray you calhhemin. 
C’<a/;nedo't,biitkdiflikesme. Exit ♦ 

lag. If I can fatten but one cup vpon him. 

With that which he hath drunke to night already, 

Hce’ll be as full of quarrel! and offence. 

As ray young mittrts dog •• Now my ficke fooie Rodcrigo, 
Whom loue lias turn’d aimoft the wrong fide outward. 



The Moore 0] V enice. $T 

To Defdemona, hath to night carouft 
Potations pottle deepe, and hec’s to watch 
Three lads of Cypres, noble fwelling fpirits. 

That hold their honour, in a wary diftance. 

The very Elemcrts of this warlike Iflc, 

Haue 1 to night fluftred with flowing cups. 

And the watch too : now raongft this flocke ofdrunkards, 

I am to put our Cafsio in fome a&ion. 

That may offend the Ifle; A^rMontaniojCalfio, 

But here they come : andothers. 

Ifconfequence doe but approoue my drearne. 

My boate fades freely ,both with winde and ttreame. 

Caf. Fore God they haue giuen me a roufe already. 

Mon. Good faith a little one, notpaftapint, 

As I am a fouldier. lag. Some wine ho: 

And let me the Cannikin clinks, dinky , 

And let me the Cannikin clinks, dinky : 

A Souldiers a man, a life's bat a fan, 

why then let a fouldier drinks- — Some wine boyes, 

Caf. Fore G od an excellent long. 

lag. I learned it in England , where indeed they are mod potent 
in potting ; your Dane, yoat Germaine,md your fwag-bellied Hol- 
lander •; drinke ho,arc nothing to your Engltflo. 

Caf, Is your Englifh man fo expert in his drinking? 
lag. Why he drinkes you with facility, your Dane dead drunke: 
he fweats not to oucrchrow your Almaine ; he giues your Hollander 
a vomit, c re the next pottle can befild. 

€af. To the health ©four Generali. 

Men. I am for it Leiutenant,and I will doe you iuftice. 
lag, O fwecie England, - — King Stephen was a worthy peere. 
His breeches col him but a crowne y 
He held 'em Jtxpence all too deere y 
With that he cald the Taylor lowne, 

H e was a wight of high renowns. 

And thou art but of low degree , 

T. is pride that puls the Countrey downe , 

r rhen take thine rnd ckks about thee. ... Some wine ho. 
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C*/i Fore God this is a more exquifite Tong then the other. 

Jag. Will you hear’t agen ? 

Caf. No, for I hold him vnworthy of his place , that doesthofe 
things ; well, God’s aboue all , and there bee foules that rauftbet 
faued . 

Jag. It is true good Leiutenant. 

Caf For mine own part,no offence to the Generali, nor any man 
of quality, I hope to be faued. . 

Jag . And fo doe I Leiutenant. 

Caf I, but by your lcane, not before me; the Leiutenant is to be 
faued before the Ancient. Let’s ha no more of this,. let’s to our af- 
faires : God forgiue vs our fins .• Gcntlcmen.let' s lookc to out bull, 
nefle; Doe not thinke Gentlemen 1 am drunke, this is my Ancient, 
this is my right hand,and this is my left hand : I am not drunke now, 
I can ftand well enough, and fpeakc well enough. 

All. Excellent well. 

Caf V cry well then :you rouft not thinke,that I am drunke. Ex, 

Mon. To theplotformc maifters. Come, let’s fet the watch. 

lag. You fee this fellow that is gone before. 

He is a Souldier fit to ftand by Cafar, 

And giuc dire&ion ; and doe but fee his vice, 

Tis to his vcrcue,a iuft equinox, 

The one as long as th’othcr : tis jjitty of him, 

I feare the truft Othello put him in, 

On fome odde time of his infirmity. 

Will lhakc this Ifland. 

Mon. But is he often thus.. 

Jag. Tis cuermore the Prologue to his fleepe ;• 

Hee’le watch the horolodge a double fet, 

Ifdrinkcrocke not his cradle. 

Mon. Twere well the Generali wetc put in mindeofiv 
Perhaps he fees it not,or his good nature, 

Praifcs the vertues that appear.es in Cafsio, 

And lookc not on his euillsc is not this true?? . 

Jag. How now Roderigo, Roderigo, 

Lpray you after the Leiutenant, goe.. 

Mott. And tis great pkty that the noble Moore . 
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Should hazard fuch a placets his owne fccond, 

VVith one of an ingraft infirmity : 

It were anhoneft a6Vicn to fay fo to the Moore. 

Jar. Not I, for this faire Ifland : 

I doe louc Cajfio well, and would doe much, Ue within' 

To cute him of this cuill : but harke, what noyfe. 



Enter CsfitOydriuhtgin Roderigo. 

Caf Zouns.you rogue,you ralcall. 

Mon. what’s the matter Leiutenant ? 

Caf A kaaue, teach mec my duty : but lie bcate the knaue into 
a wicker bottle. 

Rod. Beareme > 



Caf Dotft thou prate rogue?' 

Mon. Good Leiutenant; pray fir hold your hand. 

Caf. Let me goe fir,or ile knocke you ore the mazzard* 

Mon. Come, come, you are drunke. 

Caf. Drunke? they fight, 

lag. Awray I fay, goe out and cry a muteny. Abell rung, 

Nay good Leiutenant : godfwill Gentlemen,. 

Heipc !i?, Leiutenant : Sir Montauio, fir, 

Hdpe maifteri, here’s a goodly watch indeed. 

Who’s tint that rings the bell ? Diablo — ho. 

The Towne will rifc,godfwiIl Lciutcnant,!vold,. 

You will be (ham’d for cucr* 



Enter Othello, and Gentlemen with weapons, 

Oth, What is the matter here ? 

Mon. Zoims.I bleed ftill,I am hurr,to the death; 

Oth. Hold,for your Hues. 

fag. Hold ,hold Leiutenant, fir Montanio, Gentlemen, 
Haue you forgot all place of fence, and duty : 

Hold,the General] fpcakes to you; hold, hold, for fbarne, 
Oth. Why bow now ho, from whence arifes this ? 

Are we turn’d Turkes ^ and to our fclues doe that. 

Which Heauen has forbid the Qttamites : 

' ' F 











34. The Tragedy 0/Othelio 

For Chriftian (hame,put by this barbarous brawle ; 

He that ftirres next,to carue forth his ©wne rage, 

Holds his foule light,hcdies vpon his motion ; 

Silence that drcadfullbell,ic frights the Ifle 
From her propriety: what’s the matter matters? 

Honcft /<sg*,that lookesdead with gricuing, 
Speake,who began this, on thy louc I charge thee. 

lag, 1 doe not know,friends all but now,cuen now. 
In quarter,and in tcrmes,like bride and groomc, 
Deuefting them to bed, and then but now. 

As if Come planner had vnwitted men, 

S words ouc,and tilting one at others breaft. 

In opposition bloody. I cannot fpeakc 
Any beginninr to this peeuifli odds; 

And would in adiion g!orious,I had loft 
Thcfc legges, that brought me to a part of it. 

Oth. How came it Michael, you were thus forgot ? 
Caf, I pray you pardon me, I cannot fpeake. 

• Oth. Worthy Mont ante, you were wont be ciuill. 
The grauity and ftilneffe of yourjyouth. 

The world hath noted,and your name is great, 

I n men of wifeft cenfure .* what’s the matter 
That you vnlace your reputation thus. 

And fpend your rich opinion, for the name 
Ofa night brawler? giue me anfwer to’c ? 

Men. Worthy Othello , I am hurt to danger. 

Your Officer I ago can informe you, 

While I fpare fpecch,whieh foraething now offends me. 
Of all that I doe know, nor know I ought 
By me, that’s fed or done amifle this night, 

Vnlefle felfe-charity be fometime a vice. 

And to defend ourfeluesit be & fiunc. 

When violence affayles vs. 

Oth. Now by heauen 
My blood begins my fafer guides to rule. 

And paffion hauing my belt iudgement coold, 
Aflayeitoleade the way. Zouns, iflftirre. 







TWelVloofelJ Venice"' 

Or doe but lift this armc.thfe beft of you 
Shall ftnke in my rebuke : giuc rat to know 
How this foule rout began, who fet it on. 

And hethat is approou’d in this offence, 

Tho he had twin’d with mc,both at a birth. 

Shall loofe me; what, in a Towne of warre. 

Yet wildjthe peoples hearts brim full offeare. 

To mannage priuate and domcfticke quarrels. 

In night, and on th e Court and guard of fafety ? 
Tismonftrous. I ago, who began? 

Mon. If partiality affin’J,or league in office. 
Thou doeft deliucr : more or leffe then truth. 

Thou art no fouldkr. 

lag. Touch me not fonecre, 

I had rather ha this tongue out from my mouth. 
Then it fhould doe offence to Michael Cajfio : 

Yeti perfwade my felfcto fpeake the truth, 

Shall nothing wrong him. Thus it 
Mont auto and my felfe being in 
There comes a fclIow,crying out for helpe. 

And following him with determin’d fword. 
To execute vpon him : .Sir this Gentleman 
Steps in to Ca/sio , and intreates his paufe ; 

My felfe the crying fellow did purfue. 

Left by his clamour,as it fo fell out. 

The Towne might fall in fright : 

Out ran my purpofc : and I returnd 
For thatl heard the clinkeandfall offwords 
And Cafeio high in oaths, which till to night, 

I ne’rc might fee before : when I came backe. 

For this was bricfe,I found them clofe together, , 
At blow and thruft,cuen as agen they were, 

When you your felfe did part them. 

More ofthis matter can 1 not report. 

But men are men, the beft fometitnes forget ; 

Tho Cafsio did fomc little wrong to him, 

Asracn iatfgeftiike thcfc that wifb them beft, 
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Yet furcly Cafsiof beleeue reccin'* 

From him that fled,fome ftrangc indignity. 

Which patience could not pa fie. 

Otb. 1 know I ago. 

Thy honcfty and loue doth mince this matter, 

Making it light to Cafsio: Cafsio ,1 loue thee. 

But neuer more be Officer of niiue. 

Lookeifiny Gentle loue be not raiftlevp . 
l’lc make thee an example. 

Dcfd. What is the matter ? 

Otb. All’s well now fweeting: 

Come away to bed : fir, for your hurts, 

My felfe will be your furgCon; leadc him off ; 

Jag*, l°°ke with care about the Tovvne, 

And filence thofe,whom this vile brawle diftradled. 

Come Defdemona:t\s the.Souldiers life. 

To haue their balmyYiifhibers wait’d with ftrife, 

Jag, What are you hurt Leiutenant? 

Exit Moore ,Dc(dcmo inland attendants. 

Caf. 1, part all furgery, 

Jag. Mary God forbid; 

Caf. Reputation,reputation,I ha loft m.y reputation : 

I ha loft the immortall part fir of my felfe, * 

And what remai ncs is bcaftiall,my reputation, 
l ago, my reputation. 

Jag. As I am an hone ft man , I thought you had recciu’d fome 
bodily wound, there i-s more offence in that, then in Reputation : re- 
putation is an idle and nioft falfe impofiuon, oft got without merit, 
and loft without deferuing. You haue loft no reputation at all, vn- 
leffe yon repute your felfe fuch a lofer ; what man , there arewayes 
to recouer the Generali agen: you are but novveatt in his nicode, i 
punifhmcntmore in poUicy, then in malice, cuen fo, as one would 
bcate his offinceleffe dog , to affright an imperious Lyon.* foe to 
him againe,and*hccs yours. 

Caf. I will rather ilte to be defpis’d , then to deefciue fo goon » 
Commander, with fo light, fo drunken, and indifcreece an Officer: 
O thou inuifible fpirit of wine, if thou haft no name to bee known' 
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hv let vs call thee Diuell. r 

W hat was he, that you followed With your fword ? 

What bad lie done to you ? 

Caf. 1 know not. 

lag, lftpoffible? 

Caf, I remember a niafleof things, but nothing diftinctly.; a 
quarrcll,but nothing wherefore, O God, that men fliould put an 
enemy in there niouthes , to ftealcaway there braincs; that wee 
fliould with ioy, Reuell, pleafurc, and applaufe, transforme our 
felues into bcaiis. 

lag. Why, but you arc now well enough : how came you thus 
rccouered? 

Caf. It h&th-plcafde the Diuell drunkennefle , to giuc place to 
the Diucl! wrath; one vnpcife&nefic.fhcwcs me another, to make 
me frankely defpife my felfe. 

lag. Come, you are too feuere a morralcr ; 3s the time, the place, 
the condition qf this Countrey ftands , I cowid heartily wifli , this 
had not fo befalnejbuffinCc it is as it is,mcnd ir, for your own good, 

Caf. 1 will askc him for my place againc, lice fhall tell me 1 am a 
drunkard : had I as many niouthes as Hydra fuch an anfwer would 
flop cm all : to be now a fenfiblc man, by and by a foole , and pre- 
fcntly a bcaft. Entry vnordinate cup is vnblcft,and the ingrcdicnce 
is a diuell. . . 

lag. Come, come,goodwineis a good familiar creature, if it be 
well vs'd; exdaime no more againft it ; and good Lciutenant , I 
thiiike you thinke I loue you. 

Caf. I haue wellapproou'd it. fir, — I druftke ? 

Jag. You, or any man doing may bee drunkest feme time: Tic 
tell you what you fha'l db, — our Generals wife is now the Gene- 
rali;! may fay fo in this rtfp?&,for that he has deuoted and giuen vp 
himfelfe to the conteniplation,markc and deuotement of her parts 
and graces. ConfdTc your lclfe freely toiler, importune her, (hoe’ll 
helpe to put you in your place againc : {he is fo free, fo kind, to apt, 
fobleficd adifpofition, that fhee holds it a vice in her goodnefle, 
not to doe more then fhee is requefted. This braule betweene 
you and her husband, intreate her to fplintcr, and my fortunes 
againft any lay, worth naming, this crackc of your loue 
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fli^ll grow Wronger then twas before. 

Cr/1 Youaduifemevvell. 

Ug. I protcft in the fincerity ofloue and honcft kindnefle. 

Ca f I thinke it freely, and betimes in the morning , will I b c . 
fecch the vertuous Defdemona,to vndertake for me : lam defnorJ 
ofmyfortuncs.if they chccke me here. P K 

lag. You are in the right: 

Good night Leiutenant,I muft: to the watch. 

Caf. Good night honeft l ago. jj 

lag. And what’s he then, that fayes I play the villainej 
When this aduicc is free I giue.and honeft, ' 

Proball to thinking,and indeed the courfe, 
TowintheMooreagen? For tis moftcafie 
The inclining Defdemona to fubdue, 

Jn any honett fuite , fhe’s fram’d as fruitfull. 

As the free Elements : and then for her 

To win the Moore. Wer’t to renounce his baptifine, 

All feales and fymbolsof redeemed fin. 

His foide is fe infetter’d to her louc, 

Thatfbe may make, vnmake, doe what fire lift, 

Euen as her appetite fliallplay the god 

With his weake function: how am I then a villaine ? 

To cou'.ifell Cafsio to this parraifeJI courfe. 

Dire <ttly to his good •• diuinity of hell. 

When diuclls will their blackeft fins put an. 

They doefiiggeftatfirftwithheaucnlyfhewes. 

As I doe now -• for while "this, hon eft foole 
Plyes Defdemona to repaire his fortunes, i • 

And fhe for him,pleadcsftronglyto the Moore j. 

Tie pourc this pettilencc into his care , 

That fhe repealeshim for her bodyeslufr; 

And by how much fhe ftriucs to doe him good. 

She fliall vndoe her credit with the Moore, 

So will I turns her vertueinto pitch. 

And out of her owne goodnelTe make the net 

That fliall enmefti cm. all : . £»/<rRodcrigo» 

Ho.w now Rtderigo ? 













The Moor e of yt nice. 39 

Rod. I do follow here in thechafc,not like a hound that hunts, but 
one that filles vp the cry:my money is slmoft fpent ,I ha bin to night 
exceedingly well cudgdd: I thinke the iflue will bc, I fliall hatie fo 
much experience for my paines, as ? ha- come3 to , and no money at 
all, and with that wit returne to Venice, 

’lag. How poore arc they .that ha not patience ? 

What wound did cuer heale,but by degrees ? 

Thou knoweft Wc workc by wit,and not by w'ichcraft, • 

And wit depends on dilatory' time. 

Do’ft not goc well ? Cafsio has beaten thee* 

And thou, by that fmali hurt, haft ca fheird Cafsio, 

The other things grow'fairc againft thr fun, 

Burfruitcstbat blofome firft.will firftUe ripe. 

Content thy felfc awhile ; bi’thc matte tis morning; 

Plcafure,aad a<5Hon,mike the houres feeme firiort: 

Retire thec.goe where thou art bill ted. 

Away I fay, thou (halt know more hereafter t 
Nay get thee gon. Some things are to be done. 

My wife muft mouc for Cafsio to her miftris, f 
Tie let heron. 

My felfc awhilejto draw the Moore apart. 

And bring him iumpc.when he may Cafsio finde. 

Soliciting his wifef I, rhafs the way, 

Dullnotdcuife by coldnette and delay, 

. Extmu ■ 

Enter Caftio pith Muftttstns and the ClexvHe, 

Caf AfterSjplay here, I will content your paines. 

Something that’s bricfe,and bid good mot row General!, 
Clo, Why matters, ha your inftruments bin at Naples, that they 
fpcake i’the nofc thus ? 

,Boy. How fir, how? 

Clo, Are thele I pray,cald wind Inftruments ? 

Bog. I marry are they fir.- 
Clo. O, thereby hangs a tayle. 

Boy. W hereby hangs a tayle fir ? 

Clo, Marry fir, by manyavviirde lnfnumtt i 1.^ I know. But 

x maifters. 
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matters heete’s money for you, and the Generali fo likes yournm. 
fique , lhat hec defires you of all loues , to make aomore novfc 
vvichir. ; 

Boy, \V.'ellfi%-vye will not- 

Clo. if you haue any mufiquethat may not bcc heard , to't 
againe , bucastheyfaay, to hcare mufique , the Generali does not 
greatly care. 

Boy, We ha none- fuch fir. 

Clo. Then put your pipes in your bag, for file away; goo, ya- 
r/ifli away. 

Caf. Doett thou hcare my honeft friend? 

Clo. No,I hcare not your h onett friend, I hcare you. 

Caf, Prcethee keepc vp thy quillets, there’s a poors pccceof 
goldfor thee: ifehe Gentlewoman that attends- the Ceneralswilc 
be ftirring,tcll her there’s one 0/f/o,en creates her alittlc fauout of 
fpcech — -wilt thou doc this ? 

Clo. She is ttirring ; fir,iffiic wilUlirre hither,! (bail feeme to no- 
tifie vntoher. Ettier logo. 

Caf, Doe good my friend-: In happy time I ago. 
lag. You ha not bin a bed then. 

Caf. Why no, the day had broke before wc parted .• 

I ha made bold lago, to find in toyour wife,— tny i'uite toiler, 

Is, that (he will to vertuous Defdemona,. 

Procure me fomc accclTe. 

lag. Tie fend her to you prefently, 

And ile deuife a n.eane so draw the Moore- 
Out of the way .that your cenuerfc and bufinefle. 

May be more free. Exit. 

Caf. I humbly tha like you-for it : I ticucr knew 
AFlcrentine mere kinde and he nett; 

Enter'Emilh. 

Em. Good morrow good«Leiutcnant,I am tony 
For you r difpleafuye,buc all will foonc be well* 

The Generali and his wife arc talking of it, 

And fiae ipeakes for you ftoucly : the Moore replies. 

That heyon hurt is of great fame in Cypres, 

And great a ffirnty j.and that in who Iconic yvifcdoi**** 



emce. 

He might not but refufe you .• but he protefts he loues you. 
And ncedes no other fuitor but his liktt gs. 

To take the fafeft occafion by the front. 

To bring you in againe. 

Caf. "Yet I befecch you. 

If you thinke fit, or tha? it may be Jone, 

Giue me aduantage of fonae briefe difeourfe 
With Defdtmona alone. 

Em. Pray you come in, 

I will beftow you where you (ball haue time. 

To fpeake your bofome freely. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Othello,Iago , and other Centlemn. 

Oth. Thcfc letters giue I age, to the Pilate, 

And by him, doemy duties to the State; 

That donc,I will be walking on the workes, 

Rcpaire there to me. 

Jag. Well my good Lord, Tic do’t. 

Oth . This fortification Gentlemen, (hail we fec't ? 

Gent. We waite vpon your Lordfhip. 

Exeunt. 

E»f«rDefdcmona,Caffio Emillia. 

Def. Be thou allur'd good Cafsio , I will doc 
All my abilities in thy behalfe. 

Em. Good Madam do,l know it gricucs my husband. 
As ifthccafe were his. 

Eefd. O that’s an honefi fellow: - do not doubt Cafsio, 
But I will haue my Lord and you againe, 

As friendly as you were. 

Caf. Bourn ions Madame, 

What euer fiiall become of Michael Cafsio , 

Hce’j neucr any thing but your true feruant. 

Defd. O fir,I thanke you,y ou doelouc my Lord : 

You haue knowne him long,and be you well affur’d. 

He fiiall in ttrangeft,ftand no fart her off. 

Then in a politique difiance, 

G 




Caf 1 but Lady, 

The pollicy may cither laft To long, 

Orfcede vpon fuch nice,and watrifh diet. 

Or breed it felfe, fo out of circumftance. 

That I being abfent,and my place fupplied, 

My Generali will forget my loue and fern ice; 

Defd. Doe not doubt tha C> before Emilia here* 

I giuc thee warrant ofthy place; aflure thee 
If I doe vow a fricndfhip, fie performe it 
To the laft Article ; my Lord {ball ncucr reft, 

I ie watch him tamc,and talke him out of patience ; 

His bed fhallfecme akhoo!e,his boord a ftirift, 

Tie intermingle cuery thing he does, 

With Cafsio's fuitc; therefore be merry Gaf:io % 

For thy foiliciter (bail rat her die, 

Tncu giue thee caufe: away. 

Enter OthcIlo,Ia go } and Gentlemen, 

Em, Madatn,here comes my Lord. 

Caf. MadamJ’letakemyltaue. 

Defd, Why ttay and heare me fpeake. 

Caf Madam not now,I am very ill at cafe, 

Vnfit for mine owne purpofe. 

Defd. Well, doe your dvfcre than. ExitCilVio 

lag. Ha,I like not that. 

Oth. What doeft thou fay ? 

lag. Nothing my Lord, or if, I know not what. 

Oth. Was not that Cafsio parted from tny wife?' 
lag. Cafsio my Lord? — no fure,I cannot thinkc it,. 
That lie would fncake away fo guilty-like,. 

Seeing you comming. 

Oth. I doc belccue twas be, 

Defd. How now my Lord, 

I hauc bcene talking with a fuiter here-,, 

A man that languifties in your difplcai'urcv 
Oth. Who i’ft you meant ? 

Defd. Why your Lei uk want Cafsi^ good my Lord, 
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If I haue any grace or power to moue you. 

His prefent reconfiliation take : 

for if he be not one that trucly loues you. 

That etres in i gnorance,and not in cunning, 

I haue no iudgement in aft honeft face, 

I precthee call him backe. 

Oth. Went he hence now? 

Defd. Yes faith, fo humbled. 

That he has left part of his griefes with me, 

Ifufferwithhim; good loue call him backe. 

Oth. Not now fwcctc Defdcmona feme other time. 

Defd. But fhai’t be (horcly ? 

Oth. The fooncr fweetc for you. 

Defd . Shal’t be to night at fupper ? 

Oth. No, not to night, 

Defd. To morrow dinner then ? 

Oth. I (ball not dine at home, 

I rneete the Captaines,at the Cittadell. 

Defd. Why then to morrow night, orTuefdaymorne, 
On Tucfday morne,or night,or Wenfday 
1 preethee name the time,but let it not 
Exceed three dayes : Ifaitli hec’s penitent. 

And yet his trefpaffe,in our common reafon, 

(Saue that they fay,thc warres muft make examples. 

Out of her beft) is not almoft a fault, > 

To incurre a priuate checker when (ball he come? 

Tell me Othello : I wonder in my foule. 

What you could aske me, that I ftiould deny ? 

Or ftand fo muttering on ? What Michael Cafsio ? 

That came a wooing with you,and fo many a time 
When I haue fpokc ofyou difpraifingly. 

Hath taue your part, to haue fo much to doe 
To bring him in ? Birlady I could doe much. 

Oth. Preethee no more, let him come when he will, 

I will deny thee nothing. 

Defd. Why thisisnotaboone, 

Tis as I fhould intreatc you weave your gloues : 
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Orfeedeon nourifhingdifbeijOr keepcyou warme. 

Or fue to you, to doe a peculiar profit 
To your owne perfon : nay, when I haue a fuite. 

Wherein I meane to touch your loue indeed, 

It fhall be full of poife and difficulty. 

And fearefull to be granted. 

Otb. I will deny thee nothing. 

Whereon I doe befeech thee grant me this 
Toleauemebut alittle tomy (clfe. 

Defd. Shall I deny you ? no,farewclI my Lord, 

Otb. Farewell my Defdomotta, I'lc come to thee ftraight. 
Deft. Easillia, come,bc it as your fancies teach yoif. 
What ere you be I am obedient. Exit Defd.WEra. 

Otb. Excellent vvrctch,perdkion catch my foule. 

But I doe loue thee,and when I loue thee not. 

Chaos is come againe. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Otb. What doeft thou fay /ago ? 
lag. Did Michael Cap to when you wooed my Lady, 
Know of your loue ? 

Otb. He did from firft to Iaft : ~ Why doeft thou aske? 
lag. But for a fatisfaftion of my thoughts. 

No further harme. 

Otb. Why of thy thought Iago> 

/ag. I did not thinke he had bcene acquainted with hers 
Otb. O yes, and went betweene vs very often. 
lag. Indeed? 

Otb , Indeed r Indced^difcrn’ft thou ought in that? 

Is he not honeft ? 

Jag. Honeft my Lord? Oth. Honsft? I honeft. 

lag. My Lord/or ought I know. 

Otb. W hat doeft t hou thinke ? 
lag. Thinke my Lord ? 

Otb. Thinke my Lord ? By heauen he ecchocs me, 
Asif there were fomemonfterin his thought: 

Too hideous to be Ihewne : thou didft meane feme thing; 

I heard thoe fay butnow,thoulik’ftjn.ot that. 
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VVhcn Cafsio left my wife : what didft not like ? 

And when I told thee,he was of my counfell, 

In my whole courfe ofwooing,thou cridft indeed? 

And didft contraft,and purfe thy brow together. 

As it thou then hadft (hut vp in thy braine. 

Some horrible counfell : if thou doeft loue me. 

Shew me thy thought, 

Jag. My Lord ,you know 1 loue you. 

Oth. t thinke thou doeft, 

And for 1 know, thou art full of loue and honefty, 

And weigheft thy words,before thou giuc em breath. 
Therefore thefe flops of tbine affright me the mote : 

For fuch things in afalfe difloyall knauc. 

Are trickcs of cuitome; but in a man that’s iuft. 

They are clofe denotements, working from the heart* 
That paffion cannot rule. 

lag. For Michael Cafsio, 

Idare prefume, I thinke that he is honeft, 

Oth. I thinke fo to. 

lag. Men fbould be that they feeme. 

Or thofe that be not,would they might feeme none. 

Oth. Certaine,mcn fhould be what they feeme. 
lag. Why then I thinke Cafsto's an honeft man. 

Oth, Nay yet there’s more in this, 

I prtethcc fpeske to me to thy thinkings : 

As thou doeft ruminate, and giuc the War ft of thought, 
Theworft of word, 

lag. Good my Lord pardon me ; 

Though I am bound to cuery aft of duty, 

I am not bound to that allflaues are free to, 

Vtter my thoughts ? Why,fay they are vile and falfci 
As where’s that pall'ace,whercinto foule things 
Sometimes intrude not ? who has a breaft fo-pure. 

But fome vneleanely apprehenfions, 

Keepe leetes and law-daycs,and in Seffionfic 
With meditations lawfull ? 

Otb. Thou doeft confpirc againft thy friend/*^ 
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If thou butthinkeft him wrongd,and makeft his care 
A ftranger to thy thoughts. 

Jag. I doe bcfccch you. 

Though I perchance am vicious in m 
As 1 confeffcic is my natures plague. 

To fpy into abufe.$,and oft my icaloufie 
Shapes faults thacare not,! intreate you then*, 

Freni one that io impcrfeiFfy coniefts, ' ‘ 

You’d take no notice, nor build your felfe a trouble. 

Out of my fcattering,and vnlure obfeuance^ 

It were nor for your quiet, nor your good. 

Nor for my manhoocfhonefiy,or wifedome. 

To let you know my thoughts, 

Oth . Zouns. 

lag* Good name in man and womans decrc my Lord; 
Is the immediate Icwell ofourfoulcs : 

Who ftealcsmy purfe, Reals trafli.tis fomeihing,nothing 
T was mine,tis hi$ 5 and has bin flane to thoufands : 

But he t hat filches from me my good name, 

Robs me of that, which not ipriches him, 

And makes me p'oore indeed. 

Oth, By hcauen Fie know thy thought. 

Jag, Youcanr.ot,ifmy heart were in your hand. 

Nor (hall not,whilR tis in my cuftody ; 

O beware icaloufip. 

3 1 is the greene eyd monRer, which doth mocke 
Thatmcate itfeedes on. That Cuckold hues in blifle. 
Who certainc ot his fate,Ioues not his wronger .• 

But oh,what damned minutes tells be ore. 

Who dotc$,yct doubts, fufpc&s, yet ftrongly loues. 

Oth, Omifery. 

lag. Poore and content ;iHicb,and rich enough. 

But uches,finebjTe,is as poore as winter, 

To him that eucr fearcsbe fliarll be poore : 

Good God,thc loules of all my tribe defend 
From icaloufie, 

Oth, WhVpVvhyisthis? 
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Thinlift thoul’dc make a lifeofiealoufie ? 

To follow (fill toe changes of the Moonc 
With frefh fufpitioni? No»to be once indoubt. 

Is once to be rcfolucl : exchange me for aGoate, 

When I (hall turne the bufineffe of my (pule 
To fuch cxoffiicate,and blowjie furtnifes. 

Matching thy inference : tis not to make me iealqjJSj. 

To fay my wife is faire/eedcs well, loues company,. , 
Isfrceof fpeeoh, flogs, playes.and dances well ; , 

Where vertue is,thcfe are more yertuous .• 

Nor from mine owne wcake merries will I draw 
The fmalleft (care, or doubt of her rcuolt. 

For (lie had ties, and chofe me : no I ago, 

Tie fee before I doubt, when I do 
And on the proofe, there is no 
Away at once with Ioue or iealo 
lag. I am glad of it, for now I 
To (hew the louc and duty that I beare 
With franker fpirit : therefore as I 
Rccciuc it from me •• 1 fpcake not yet 
I,ooke to ycur wife, obferue her well w 

Weare your eic thus,not iealous, nor fccurc, 

I would not haue your fr.ee and noble nature, 
Outoffelfe-bounty be abus’d, looke co’t 
I know our Countrcy difpclition well. 

In Venice they doe let God fee the prankes 

They dare Chew their husbands : their bcO conference,. 

Is not to leatie vndone,but keepe ynknownc. 

Oth , Docft thou fay fo. 
lag. She did dccciuc her father marrying you j 
And when (he feem’d to fh ike and feareyour Icokes, 

She lou’d them moll. Oth. Audio fliedid. 
lag. Why go too then. 

She that fo young, could giuc otit fuch afccmcag. 

To fcalc het fathers eyes vp,ciofe as Oakc, 

He tho ught twas witchcraft ; but I am much too blame,. 
I humbly doe befe'ech you of your pardon, 
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For Mo much louing you. 

Oth, I a in bound to thee for cucr. 
l*g. I fee this hath a little dafht 
Oth. Not a iot,not a iot. 

Itg, Ifauh I fcareit has. 

1 hope you will confidcr what is fool 
Comes from my loue : But I doe fee 
I am to pray you,not to ftraine 
T o groler i(Tucs,nor to 
Then tofulpition. 

Oth. I will not, 

lag. Should you doe fomy Lord, 

My Ipecch fhould fall into luch vilefuccefTe, 

As my thoughts aime not at : Cafiio's my trufty friend 
My Lord, I lec you arc moou’d. 

Oth. No,not much moou’d, 

1 doe not thinkc but Dcfdtmona's hone ft. 

lag. Long liuc floe fo, and long liuc you to thinKe 
Oth. And yet how nature erring from it fclfe. 
lag, I, there s the point : as to be bqld with you. 

Not to afTctft many propofed matched 
Of her ownc Clime, complexion, and degree, 

Whereto we fee in all things, nature tends ; 

Fie wc may fmcll in fuch a wil^moft ranke 
Foulediiproportion •. thoughts vnnaturall. 

But pardon me : I doe not in pofuion, 

Deftin&ly fpeake of her,thoT may fear' 

Her will recoyling to her better iudger..^... 

May fall to match you with her countrey formes. 

And happily repent* 

Oth. FaieweHjifmorc 

Thou dodl perceiucjlec me know more, fet on 
Thy wife to obleruc : leaue me I ago. 
lag. My Lord 1 take my leaue. 

Oth. Why did I marry ? This h on eft creature doubtleflc 
Secs and knowes morc,much more then he vnfouids. 

My Lord,l would Imight intreateyour honour. 






7 fie IVLoore 

Jag. To fcan this thing no furcher, leaue it to time, 
Tho it be fit, that Cafsio haue his place. 

For fure he fills it vp with great ability : 

Yet if you pleafe to hold him off awhile^ 

Yoiriball by that perceiuehim and his mcancs; 
Notcifyour Lady ftraine hcrentertainement. 

With anv flrong or vehement importunity. 

Much will be Irene in that,in the meane time. 

Let me be thought too bufie in my feares, 

As worthy caufe 1 haue, to feare I am ; 

And hold her free, I doe befecch your honour. 

Oth. Feare not my gouernemenc. 

lag. 1 once more take my leaue. Exit 

Oth. This fellowe's of exceeding honefty. 

And knowes all qualities,with a learned fpirit 
Othumaine dealing : if I doe prooue her haggard, 

Tho that her ieffes were my deare heart firings, 
l‘de whiftle her off, and let her downe the wind. 

To prey at fortune. Happily, for I am blacke. 

And haue not thofe foft parts of conuerfation. 

That Chambe rers haue,or for I am dedindj 
Into the valt of yearcs; yet that’s not much, 

Shee s gone, I am abus’d, and my relcife 
Muft be to lothe her ; O curfe of marriage. 

That wc can call thefe delicate creatures ours. 

And not thair appetites# I had rather be a Toadc, ' 
Andliue vpon the vapor in a dungeon. 

Then keepe a corner in a thing I loue. 

For ethers vfes s yet tis the plague of great ones, 
Prerogatiu’d are they lefte then the bale, 
Tisdefteny,vnfounnable,like death •• 

Euen then this forked plague is fated to vs, 

Whenwe doc quicken '.JDefdemaKa comes, 

Iffhe be falfe,G then heauen mocks it felfe , 

I’le not beleeue it. 

E»#<rDefdemona d^Emillia. 
tyfil. How now my deare Othtllo > 

H 
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Your dinner, and the generous Ilander 
By you inuiied,doe attend your prefence, 

Oth. I am to blame. 

Def. Why is your f'pecch fo faint ? are you not well ? 
Oth. I haue a paine vpon my forehead, here. 

Dej. Faith that’s with watching, t’will away againe; 
Let me but bind yoiirhcad,within thishourc 
It will be well againc, 

Oth. Your napkin is too little: 

I,et it alone,come I’lc goc in with you. 

Def. Iam very forty that you are not welt. 

Em. I am glad I hanc found this napkin, Ex,Oih.and 
This washer fit ft remembrance from the Moore, Defd, 
My wayward husband, hath a hundred times 
Wooed me to ftcalc it, but file io loitcs the token, 

For he coniur’d hcr/lie fhotild cucr keepe it, 

Th t fhe ve(e; ues it cuer more about her, 

To kiffvnd talkc to ; 1’ic ha the workc taine out. 

And giu't/^a • what hec'Ldoe with ir, 

Hcauen knowcs,not I, Enter Iag.o*. 

I nothing know,but tor his fantafic. 

Jag. How now, whit doe you here alone ? 

Em. Doc not you chidejhaue achingfor you. 
lag. A thing for me, it is a common thing. 

Em. Ha? 

lag. T o hatic a foolifh thing. 

Em. 0,i s that all ? wh at will you.gine me now, 

For that fame handkcrchcr ? 

I What handkrrcher? 

Em. Whathandkercher? 

Why that the Moore firft gaue to D;flemotja x .. 

Tim which fo often youdidbidrae ftcale. - \ 

Jag. Ha’ft ftole it from her ? 

Em. do faith, (he let it drop by negligence. 

And to the aduantage,I being here, took’cvp; . 

Lookchereitis. . ‘ 

lag. Agoodwenchjgiucit iiie. ’ > - 
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Em. What will you doe with it,thstt you haue bin 
So carneft to haue me filch it ? 

Jag. Why, what’s that to you ? 

Em. If it be not for fome purpofe of import, 

Giuemee’t againe,poore Lady,fhtc’ll run mad. 

When fr>c fh.ai! lackc it. 

lag. Be not youknowne on*c,I haue vfc for it : — go lcaue me; 
I will wQtfsits Lodging lofe this napkin, Evtt Em. 

And let him finde it : trifles light as ayre. 

Are to the iealous, confirmations ftrong 
As proofes of holy Writ.this may doe fomething, 

Dangerous conceits are in their natures polfons. 

Which at the firft are fcarce found to diftaft. 

But with a little art, vpon the blood, £#/.Othello. 

Burne like the mindes of fulphure ; I did fay fo : 
look where he comes, not Poppy ,nor Mandr agora, 

Nor all the droufic firropsof the world. 

Shall cuer medicine thee to that fweete fleepe. 

Which thou owedft yefterday. 

Oth. Ha,ha,falfe to me,to me ? 

lag. Why how now Generali ? nomoreofthat. 

Oth Auantjbc gone,thou haft fet me on the rackc, 

I fweare,tis better to be much abus’d. 

Then but to know a little. 

lag. How now my Lord ? 

Oth. What fenfe had I of her ftolne houres of luft : 

I faw’t not, thought it not,it harm’d not me, 

I flept the next night weH,was free,and merry} 

Ifound not Caftio's'kxffcs onherlips. 

He that is rob’d,not wanting what is ftolne. 

Let him not know’r,and hee’s not rob'd at all. 

Jag, I am forry tohearethis. 

Oth. I had bin happy ifthe general! Campe, 

Pyoners,and all, had tailed her fweete body , 

So I had nothing knoWne .* O now for cuer 
Farewell the tranquile mind,farcwcll content 
Farewell the plumed troops, and the big warres . 

H z 
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That makes ambition vertue.; O farewell. 

Farewell the neighing Stecd,and the fhri 1 Trumpe, 

The fpirit- ftirringDrumme.the eare-pdrcing Fife; 

The royall Banncr,and all quality. 

Pride, pompc,and circumftance of glorious warre. 

And O ye mortall Engities.whofe wide throates. 

The immortal! louts great clamor counterfeit; 

Farewell, Othello's Occupation’s gone, 
lag. Iftpoffiblemy Lord.? 

Oth, Villaine,be fure thou prone my Loue a whore, 

Be fure ofit,giue me the oeuler proofe. 

Or by the worth of mans eternall foulc, 

Thou hadft bin bditerhaue beene borne a dog, 

Then anfwcr my wak’d wrath. 
lag. Iff come to this ? 

Oth. Make me to fee’t,or at the lead fo proue it e 
That the probation, beare no hiuge,nor loope, 

To hang a doubt on .• or woe vpon thy life. 
lag. My noble Lord. 

Oth. If thou doe if flander her, and torture me; 

Neuer pray more, abandon all remorcc. 

On horrors head,horrors accumilate : 

Do deeds, to makeheauen weepc,all earth amaz’d. 

For nothing canft thou to damnat ion ad greater then that, . 

■lag, O grace, O heauen defend me. 

Are you a man.hauc you a foule or fence > 

God buy you, take mine office, — O wretched fool*;. 

That liueft to make thine honefty a vice, 

0 monftrous world,takenote,take note,0 world, 

To be direct and honeftjis not fafe, 

1 thanke you for this profit,and from hence, 

Tie loue no fricnd,(ince loue brecdesfuch offence, . 

Oth. Nay ft ay,thou fhouldft be honeft. 
lag. I fhould be wife,for honeftie’s afoole,. 

And loofes that it workes for : 

I fee fir,you are eatendp with paflSon, 

I doe repent ms that I putjt to you,. 



’ The’ Moor eof V enice. 

You would be fatisfied. 

Oth. Would,nay,Iwill. 

lag. And may, but how,how fatisfied my Lord ? 
Would you, the fuperuifor gr.pffcly gipe on. 

Behold her topt ? 

Oth. Death and damnation — oh. 

Jag. It were a tedious difficulty I thinke. 

To bring cm to that profpc&,dam 'em then, 

Ifeuertnort all eyes did fee them boulfter 
More then their owne; what then,how then ? 

What lhall I fay ? where’s fatisfa&ion ? 

It is impoflible you fhould fee this. 

Were they as prime as Goatcs,as hot as Monkies, 

As fait as W olues,iu pride; and fooles as groffe. 

As ignorance made drunke : But yet I fay, 

Ifimputation and ftrong circumftanees. 

Which leadedire&Iy to the doore oftruth. 

Will giue you fatisfa£l:ion,you may ha’t. 

Oth. Giue me a liuing reafon,that fliec’s difloyall. 

. U l- Idee not like the office. 

But fith I anvcntci'd into this caufc To farre, 

Prickt to’t by foolifih honefty and loue, 

I will goe on : I lay with Cafsio lately. 

And being troubled with a raging toothj could not deep 
There are a kindeof men foloofe of foule. 

That in their fleepcs will mutter their affaires, 

One of this kinde is Cafsia: 

In fleepc I heard him fay*Sweetc Defdemona, r 
Let vs be merry, let vs hide our loues ; 

And then fir, would he gripe and wring my hand, 

Gry out,fwectccrcature,and then kiffe me hard. 

As if he pluckt vp kiffes by the rootes. 

That grew vpon my lips, then layed his leg 
Ouer my thigh, and figh\j,andkifled,and then 
Cried, curfcd fatc,that gauc thee to the Moore. 

Oth. O Monftroasjtnonftrous^ 

/*£• Nay 3 this wasbuthisdreame. 
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Oth, But this dcuotcd a fore-gone conclufion, 

Jag. Tis a flirewd doubt, tho it be but a dreame. 

And this may hclpc to thicken other prooies. 

That doc demonilrate thinly* 

Oth. l*Ie tcarc her all to peeces. 

Jag. Nay,but be wife, yet we fee nothing done. 

She may be honeft yet, tell me but dm, 

Hauc you not fometimes feene a handkercher. 

Spotted with ftrawberrics in your wiues hand. 

Otb. I gaue her fuch a one,twas my firii gift. 

Jag. I know not that, but fuch a handkercher, 

I am lure ic was your wiucs,did I to day 
See Cafsio wipe his beard with. 

Oth. Iftbcihat. 

lag. Ifit be that, or any,it was hers, 

It fpeakes againft her, with the other proofos. 

Otb. O that the flauc. hid forty thoufaiid liucs, 

One is too poorc,too weakc for my reuenge : 

Now doc I fee tis dme,looke here Iago, 

All my fond louc,thus doc I blow to heauen,-- tis gone. 
Arife blackc vengeance, from thy hollow Cell, 

Yceld vp O louc thy crownc,and harted Throne, 

To tirranous hate,fwell bofomc with thy fraught. 

For tis of Afpeeks tongues. 

Jag. pray be content. btkyeelcs. 

Oth. O blood, Atg»,blood. 

Jag. Patience 1 lay, your mind perhaps may change. 
Oth. Neucr: 

In the due reuerence of a lacred yow, 

I here ingage my words. 

Jag. Doe not rife yet: 

WitoefTe you euer-buminglights a ; boue. 

You Elements that dtp vs round about, Iago kgedes. 
WitneiTe thathere,/*gedothgiue vp 
The excellency ofhis wit,hand,heart. 

To wrong’d Gthillos fctuice : let him command, 

And to obey^hall bo rcmorce. 
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yyhat bloody worke focuer. 

Oth. 1 grecccthy loue: 

j^Jot with vaine thankes,but with acce pKincc bounteous* 

And will vpo n the inftantpuc thecto’c,. 

Within thefe three dayes,let me hcare thee fay, 

That C fifties, not aliue, 
lag. My friend is dead : 

Tis none as you requefbbut let her liue. 

Oth . Dam hcr lewd minks • O dam her, 

Come 3 goc with me apat tj will withdra w 
Tofurnifh me with feme fwift meancs of death, 

Forthcfairc diucll mow art thou my Leiutenanu 
Up. I am your owne for cucr. 

Exeunt. 

Enter Dsfdemonia Emilia and the Cleiune. 

Def . Do you know firra, where the t Leiucenant Cjffiifi Wcs ? 

Clo . Idarenotfiiy he lies -aoy where, 

Def Why man? 

He is aSouldier,and for one tofay,aSouldicrlics,is ftabbing. 
Def Go to, where lodges he? 

Cl* $ I know not where he lodges ,and for me to deuife a lodging, 
and fay he lies there, Were to lie in my throat c. 

Defd. Gan you inquire hun out, and -be edified by report ? 

Clo , 1 will cathechizc the world for him,that is, make que&ions 
And by them anfwer. 

Defl, Sceke him, bid hi in come hither, tcl\ him Lhaue moued my_ 
Lord in his behaife,and hope all will be well. * 

Clo ♦ To doe this is within the compafe of a man , and therefore 
He attempt the doing of it. Exit* 

Defd. V Vhere fbo-uld I loofe that handkercher Emiluii 
Em, I know not Madam. 

Def Belecuc me 3 I had rather loofc-my purfe 
Full of Cruiadecs : and but my noble Moore. 

Is true ofmirule,and made of no fuch bafenefle^ 

As iealeus creature s arc,ic were enough , 

To put him to ill thinkiug* 

£^lshenotiealous ; 

H 4; Def 
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DefJ. Who he ? 1 rhinke the Sun where he was borne, 
Drew all fuch humors from him. Enter Othello. 

Em, Looke where he comes, 

Def. Iwillnotleauehimnow, 

Lt t C«fsio be cald to him : how is it with you my Lord ? 

Oth. Well my good Lady : O hardnefle to diflemble : 
Wow doe you Defdomona ? 

Def. Well, my good Lord. 

Oth, Giue me your hand, this hand is moift. my Lady. 

Def. It.yet has felt noage,norknownenoforrow. 

Oth , This argues frtiitfulneflc and liberal! heart. 

Not hot and moitt,this hand of yours requires 
A fcquelter from liberty : fatting and praying. 

Much cattigation, exercife dcuout ; 

For hccrc’s a young and {"wetting diuell here, 

That commonly rebels •• tis a good hand, 

A franke one. ' 

Def, You may indeed fay fo, 

For twas that hand thatgaueaway nay heart. 

Oth. Aliberallhandjthchcartsofold gaue hands. 

But our new herraldry is hands, not hearts. 

Def. I cannot fpeakc of this,come,come,your promife. 

Oth. What premife chuckc ? 

Def 1 haue fent to bid Cafsio come fpeake with you. 

Oth. I hauc a fait and fullcn rhume offends me, 

Lend me thy handkercher, 

Def Here my Lord. 

Oth. That which I gaue you. 

Def. 1 haue it not about rat. 

Oth. Nor. 

Def No faith my Lord. 

Oth. Thatsafauit: that handkercher 
Did an Egyptian to my mother giue. 

She was a charmer, and could almottreade 

The thoughts of people; flic told her while fhe kept it, 

T 'would make her amiablc,and fubduc my father 
Intircly to her loue : But if flic loft it, 

! 
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Intircly to her loue : But if fhe loft ir. 

Or made a gift of it: my fathers eye 

Should hold her lothely,and his fpinti lhouldhuat 
After new fancies: flic dying, gaue it me, 

And bid me when my fate would haue me wiue. 

To giue it her ; I did fo,and take heede on t. 

Make it a darling, like your pretious eye, > 

Toloofe.or giue’e away, were fuch perdition. 

As nothing elfc could match. 

Defd. l’ftpoflible? 

Oth. Tis true, there’s magicke in the Web or it, 

A Sybcll that had numbred in the world. 

The Sun to make two hundred comp affes. 

In her prophetique fury ,fowed the worke ; 

The wornies were hallowed that did breed tnefilke. 

And it was died in Mummy,with the skilfull 
Conferues of maidens hearts. 

Def. Ifaith i’ft true ? 

Oth. Mott veritable,therefore looke to’t well. 

Def. Then would to God,that I had neuer fccne it. 

Oth. Ha, wherefore? 

Def. Why doe you fpeake fo ftartingly and rafiaiy. 

Oth. l'ft loft ? i'ft gone ? fpeake, isit out o’the way? 

Def. Heauen blcflc vs. 

Oth. Say you? 

Def. It is not loft,but what andif it were? 

Oth. Ha. 

Def. I fay it is not loft. 

Oth. Fetch’t,let m: fee it, 

Def. Why fo I can fir, but I will not now, 

This is a tricke,to put me from my fuite, 

I pray let Cafiofe rcceiu’d againe. 

Oth. Fetch me that handkercher,tny mind'rxf.; giuejf. 

Def. Come,come,you'll neuer meete a roc-re lusficit'ai niafi. 

Oth. The handkercher. 

Def. I pray talkc me of Cafsio, 

Oth. The handkercher. 

1 
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Def. A man that all hit time, 

Hath founded his good fortunes on your louc, 
Shar’d dangers with you. 

Otb. Thchandkcrcher. 

Def. Ifaich you arc too blame. 

Oth. Zouns. Exit. 

Em. Is not this man iealous ? 



Def. I ne’re faw this before : 

Sure there’s fome wonder in this handkercher, 

3 am mod vnhappy in the loffc. 

Enter la go <W Caffio. 

Em. Tis not a ycere or two fhewes vs a man,. 

■'hey are 3ll but domacks,and we all but foode ; 

They eate vs hungcr!y,and when they arc full. 

They belch vs ; lookeyou ,Cafsio and my husband. 

log. There is no other way, tis (lie mull doe it, 

And loe the happinefle,goe, and importune her. 

Def. How now good Cofsio i what’s the news with you ?' 
Caf. Madam,my former fuitc : I doc bcfeech you. 
That by your vertuous meanes,I may againe 
Exift,and be a member of his louc, . 

Whom I,wich all the duty of my heart, 

Intirely honour,! would not be delayed : 

If my offence be o flitch mortal! kind. 

That neither feruice pad, nor prefent forrowes. 

Nor purpos’d merrit, tn futurity 
Can ranfome mc,into his louc againe 
But to know fo,nnuft be my benefit. 

So fhall I cloth me in a forc’d content. 

And fhoote my fclfe vp in fame other courfe,. 

To fortunes alines. 

Def. Alas thrice gentle Cafsie, 

My aduocation is not now in tunc; 

My Lord is not my Lord,nor flnould I know him. 

Were he in fauour,as in humor altred. 

So helpe me,euery fpirit fanftified, 

As I bane fpoken for you,all my bed, 



— 'l be Moore of Venice. ^ 

And flood within the bl?nkc of his difpleafure. 

For my free fpeech : you mull a while be patient. 

What I can doe I wiil.and more 1 will 
Then for my fclfe I dare,let that fuffice you. 

Dg. Is my Lord angry? 

Em He went hence but now. 

And certainely in llrange vnquiecneffe. 

lag. Can he be angry ? I haue feene the Cannon, 
When it hath blowne his rankes into theayre ; 

And (like the Diuell) from his very armc, 

Puft his owne brother, and can he be angry ? 

Something of moment then : I will goe mcete him. 
There’s matter in’t indeed, if he be angry. 

Defd. I prcethcc do fo : fomething fure of State, 
Either from Venite,ov fome vnhatcht pra&ice, 
Madedemonttrable herein Cyfret to him, 

Hathpudled his clecrc fpirit,and in fuch cafes 
Mens natures wrangle with inferior things, 

Tho great ones are the obie&, * 

Tis euen fo : for let our finger ake. 

And it endues our other heathfull members, 

Euen to that fence of paine ; nay, we muft thinke. 

Men are not god , 

Nor of them looke for fuch obferuanees 
As fits the Bi idall : beflirew me much Etnillio , 

I was ( vnhand fome, warrior 2 s I am) 

Arraigning his vnkindenffe with my foule ; 

But now I finde,I had iubbornd the witneffe. 

And hec’s indited falfiy. 

Em. Pray heauen it be State matters, as you thinke. 
And no conception, nor no jealous toy 
Concerning you. 

Defd. Alas the day,I neuer gauc him caufe. 

Em. But iealous foules willnotbeanfwercd fo. 
They are nor euer iealous for the caufe, 

But iealous for theyftre iealous : tis a monfter. 

Begot vpon it fclfe, borne on it felfe, 

I a 
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Defd. Heauen keepe tWac monfter from Othello s mind. 
Em. Lady, Amen. 

Def I will goe feeke him,CW/rw,walke here about. 

If 1 doc find© him fiej’le mouc your fuite, Exeunt Defd. 
And feeke to effe& it to my vttermoft. And E millia, 

Caf. I humbly thanke your Ladifhip. 

Bian, Sane you friend Caf tie. Enter Bianca, 

Caf. What make you from home? 

How is it withyou my moft fairc Bianca ? 

Ifaith fwccte louc I was comming to your houfe. 

Bian. And I was going to your Lodging Cafsio • 
What.kcepe aweekeaway? fcucndaics and nights* 
Eigktfcorc eight houres, and louers abfent hour?*. 

More tedious then the diall,eightfcore times. 

No v?eaiy reckoning. 

Caf. Pardon me Bianca, 

I banc this while with laden thoughts bin preft. 

But I (liall in a more convenient time, 

Strike off this fcorc of abfcnce : fweete Bianca , 

Take me this werke out, 

Bian. Oh C<«/f/ 0 ,wbcpcecamc this ? 

This is lorr.e tokenfroma newer friend. 

To the felt abfence,novv I feele a caufe, ■ * 

Iff come t<a this ? 

Caf. Go to woman. 

Throw your vile gbeffes in the diucils teeth, 
from whence you hauc them, you are jealous now. 

That this is from f o m * ml RV i ffe , (b m e re me m b ra n c c 
No by my faith Bianca, 

Bian. Why who’s is it ? 

Caf. I know not fwccte,! found it in my chamber, 

I like the worke well,ere it be demanded. 

As like enough it will,fdchauc it coppied. 

Take ir,and do’t,and ieaue me for this time. 

Bian. Leaucyou,vvherefore? 

Caf. I doc attend here oh the General}, 

Aiid thinke it no additiou,nor my wifb,. 



T® 



Ve Moore 

To haue him fee me woman’d* 

But that you doc not ioue me ; 

I pray you bring me on the way alittle, 

Arid fay, »f 1 A*™ fcc y ou r ° 004 at ni S ht * 

Caf. Tis but a little way, that I can bring yau, 

For 1 attend here, but Tie fee you foonc. 

$k*. Tis very good,! muff be circumfUsic’d. 



UT 



Extttnt, 



(tA'Bus. 4 . 

Enter Iago 4»d Othello, 

lag. \A ill you thinke lo ? 

Oib. Thinke fo Iago. 

Jag. What, to kifle in p.riuate ? 

Oth. An vnauthoriz’d kiffe. 

lag. Or to be naked vs ith her friend abed, 

An houre, or more, not meaning any harme. 

Oth, Naked abed Iago , and not mcane harme ? 

It is hypocrific sgainft the diucll : 

They that meane vet tuoufly ,and yet doe fo, 

The diuell their vertue tempts, and they tempt heaven. 

lag. So they doc nothing, tis a vcniall flip j 
But it I giue my wife a handkcrchcr, 

Oth. Whit then? 

lag. Why then tis hers my Lord, and being hers. 
She may,] thinke ,beftow’t on any man. 

Oth. She is proteftres of her honour to. 

May fhe giue that ? 

lag. Her honour is an efferce that’s not feeiae. 

They haue it very oft,that haue it not .• 

But for the handkercher. 

Oth. Byheauen,l would moft gladly haue forgot it: 
Thou ffidfi (O it comes ©’re my memory. 

As doth the Rauch o’re the infe&ed houfe, 

I * 

* 

' 
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Boding to all.) He had my hankcrc'ncr. 
fag. I, what of that ? 

Otb . That's not fo good now, 

lag. What if I had faid 1 had feenc him do you wrong? 

Or heard him fay (as knaues be fuch abroad) 

Who hauing by their ownc importunate fuite. 

Or by the voluntaty dotage of foroe miftris, 
Conuinced,oru;pplied them,cannotchufe. 

But they muft blab. 

Otb. Hath he faid any thing ? 

/ ag. He hath my Lord, but be you Well a (lur’d. 

No more then hce’l vnfweare. 

Otb. What hath he fayd ? 

lag. Faith that he did — I know not what he did. 

Otb . But what? lag , Lye. 

Otb. With her? 

lag. With hcr,on her, what you will. 

Otb . Lie with her, lie on her ? We fay lie on hcr,when they be!y 
her ; iyc with her, Zouns, that’s fulfome,h.tndkerchers,Confe[Tion, 
hankerchers. Hefalt'dmu, 

lag. Workcon my medicine, worker thus credulous fooles are 
caught.and many worthy and chaftc dames, euenthus all guiltleffc, 
inecte reproach j What ho my Lord, my Lord I fay > 0^/4>,--how 
now Cajsio. Enter Ca ffio. 

Caf. What’s the matter ? 

lag. My Lord is falne into an Epilepfy, 

This is his iecond fit,he had one yefterday. 

Caf. Rub him about the Temples. 

Iai. No,forbeare, 

The Lcthcrgie,muft haue his quiet courfe, 

If not he foames at mouth,and by and by 
Breakes out to fauage madnefle: iooke he ftirres: 

Dee youwithdraw your fclfc a little while. 

He will recouer lira ight, when he is gone , 

I would on great occafion fpcake with you; 

How is it Generali, haue you not hurt your head ? 

Otb. Doeft thou mocke me? 



T TheMoore o/’Vemce. 

j m, I mockc you ? no by Heauen, 

W’oidd you would beare your fortunes like a man. 

Otb. A horned man’s a monftcr,and a bcaft. 

lug. There’s many a bead then in a populous City, 
fir, 6 many a ciuill monfter. 

Otb. Didheconfefle? 

Jag. Good fir be a man, 

Thinkeeucry bearded fellow,that s but yoak’d, 

May draw with you, there’s millions now aliue, 

That nightly lyes in thofe vnproper beds, 

Wh ch they dare fwearc peculiar : your cafe is better : 

Otis the fpitc of hell,the fiends arch mocke. 

To lip a wanton in afccure Coach, 

And to fuppole her chafte : No,let me know, 

And knowing what I am,l know what (he (hall be. 

Otb. O thou art wife ,tiscertame. 

lag. Stand you awhile apart. 

Confine your fclfc but in a patient lift : 

Whilft you were here ere while, mad with your gticfe, 

A paffion moft vnfuting fuch a man, 

Cafsio came hither,! (Lifted him away. 

And layed good fcufc.vpon your cxtacy. 

Bid him anon retire, and here fpeake with me. 

The which he promifde : butincaue yourfelfe. 

And marke the Iceres,the Jibes, and notable fcomes. 

That dwell in euery region of hi* face ; 

For I will make him tell the tale anew, 

Where, how,how oft ,how long agoe,and when. 

He has, and is againe to cope your wife : 

I fay, but marke his ieafturc,maiy patience. 

Or I (hall fay , you arc all in all,in fplecnc. 

And nothing of a man. 

Otb. Doeft thou heare I ago. 

1 will be found moft cunning in my patience ; 

But doeft thou heare, moft bloody. 

lag. That’s not amiffe : 

But yet keepe time in all : will you withdraw ? 

I 4 Now 
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Now will I queftion Cafsio of Burner ; 

A hufwife that by felling her defircs, 

Buys her felfe bread and doathes : it is a Creature, 

That dot es on Cafsio : as tis the ftrumpets plague 
T o beguile many, arid be beguild by one, £»*.Caflio; 

He,whcn he heares of her,cannoc refraine 
From the cxcefie oflaughtcr : here he conx ! s : 

As he fieall 'imiic, Othello fhall goe mad. 

And his vnbookifh icaloufie muft conftcr 
Poore Cafsio' s fnailes,geftures,and light behauiour, 

Quite in the wrong.* Hew doe you now Lciutcnant? 

Caf. The vvorfer,that you giuc me the addition. 

Whole w ant eucn kills me* 

lag. Ply I) cf demon a well, and you are fare on't . 

Now if this fuite lay in Biancas power. 

How quickly ftiould you fpecd, 

Caf. Alas poors Catiue. 

Otb. Lookchow he laughes already. 

lag. I neuer knew' a womanloue man fo. 

Caf. Alas poore rogue,! thinke ifaith Che lo tics me. 

Otb. Now he denyes it faintly, and laughes it out. 

lag. Dec you heave Caf sic ? 

Otb. Nowheimporcuneshimtstcllit on, 

Goe to,wellfaid. 

lag. She giues it out that you fliall marry her. 

Doe you intend it? 

Caf. Ha,ha,ha. 

Otb. Doe you triumph Roman,doe you triumph ? 

Caf. I marry her? I prechee bcarc fome charity to my wit. 

Doc not thinke it fo vnwhoiefome *. ha,ha,ha. 

Otb. So,fo,fo,fo,!augh that wins. 

Jag. F aith the cry goes, you Chill marry her. 

Caf. Preethcc lay true. 

lag, I am a very villaine clfe, 

Otb, Hayou ftor’dmewcll. , .. 

Caf. This is the raonkics own gluing out; (he is pertwaaefl I'’« 
marry her, out of he? cwiie hue and flattery, not out of my P 10 ^' 
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Otb. /<<£« beckons me, now he begins theftory . 

Caf She was heeteeuen now, fhee haunts me in euery place, I 
was tether day, talking on the fea bankc,with certaine reMtiant,* nd 
thither comes this bauble, by this hand (he fals thus about ray neck. 

Oth. Crying, O dearc Cafsio it were .* his icfturc imports it. 

Caf So lungs, and lolls, and weepes vpon me; lo hales, and puls 

Oth. Now he tells how fhe pluckt him to my C hamber, 

1 fee that nofe of yours, but not thatdwgl fhallthrow cto. 

Caf Well, I muft lcaue her company. Enter Bianca. 

lag. Before me,tockc where (he comes, 

Tis fuch another ficho j marry a perfum’d one, what doe yoa raeanc 
bythishantingofme. 

Sian. Let the diuet and his dam haunt you, what did you mcanc 
by that fame handkercher , you gaue race eucn now ? I was a fine 
foole to take it; I muft take out the whole worke.a likely peece of 
wotke, that you fhculd find it in your chamber, and not know who 
leftitthcrc: this is fome minxes token, and I muft take out the 
worke; there, giue it the hobby horfe, wherefoeuer you had it , Tie 
take out no worke on't. 

Caf How now my fwcete Biancafiovt now, how now ? 

Oth. Byheauenthat fhould be my handkercher. 

Bitm. An you'll come to fupper to nigln, you may , an you will 
not, come when you are next prepar’d for. E xii - 

lag. After her, after her. 

Caf Faith I muft,fnee’ll raile i’thc ftrecte clfe. 

Jag. W ill you fup there f 

Caf Faith I intend fo. 

.H' W cll,I may chance to fee you,for I would very nine fpeake 

with you, 

Caf Prccthec come, will you? 

Jag. Goc to, fay no more. Exit C.Vtio, 

Otb, How (hall 1 murder him I Ago i 

Jag, Did you percciuc,hoW he laughed at his vice ? 

Oth. O Jago, 

Jag. And did you fee the handkercher f 
Oth. Was that mine? 




K 




IP 



P 66 

Oth. I would haue him nine yearcs a killing; a fiat woman, a f a j rc 
Woman,a fwccte woman. 

Jag. Nay you muft forget. 

Otb . A nd let her rot and perifh , and be damb’d to night, for (he 
fhall not Hue.* no, my heart is turn’d to ftonejl ftrike it, and it hurts 
my hand : O the world has not a Tweeter creature, fhc might lie by 
an Emperours fide, and command him taskcs. 

Jag. Nay that’snot your way. 

Oth. Hang hen,! doc but fay what fhe is .* So delicate with her 
needle, an admirable muhtion, O (bee wilt fing the fauageneffe 
out of a Bcnre ; of fo hye and plenttous wit and inuention. 

Jag. Shee’s the worfe for all this. 

Otb. Athoufandthoufandcimcs: and then of fo gentlea con- 
dition. ” 

Jag . I, too gentle. . 

Oth. I that’s certainCjbiit yet the pitsty oVuTage, thepitty. 

Ia. Ifyou be fo fond ouer her iniquity. giue her patent to offend, 
for ifit touches not you^it comes neere iro body. 

Otb. I will-chop her into mefles — - cuckold me ] . 

Jag. O tis foule in her. 

Otb. Wich mine Officer. 
lag. That’s fouler. 

Otb. Get me feme poifon l a. go , this night Tie not cxpoftulate 
with her, left her body and beauty v nprouidc my minde agen , this 
night I ago. . 

lag. Doe it not with poifon , ftranglc her in her bed , euen the 
bed ftie hath contaminated. 

Oth. Good, good, the iufticeofit p leafs s very .good. 

Jag. And for Gt/W/Ict me bee his vndei taker : you (hall heart, 
more by midnight. A 7 'ntmpet. 

Enter riodouico,Defdemona,<a«l Attendant*' 

Oth. Excellent good-.* 4 

What Trumpet is that fame? 

Jag, Something from Venice fure.tis Lodouico, 

Cc me ft om the D tike, and fee your wife is with -him. ^ 



wmiviooreoj vemce. 

led. God faue the worthy Generali. 

Oth. With all my heart fir. 

Lod. The Duke and Senators of Venice greete you. 

Otb. I kifle the inftiumentot their pleafures. 

J)tf. And what s the newes good coufcn Lodott'uo ? 

lag. I am very glad to fee you Seignior: — welcome to Cypres* 

Led. Ithanke you, how does Leiutenant Cafsioi 

lag, Liuesfir. 

Def. Ccufen, there’s falne betwcenc him and my Lord, 

An vnkind breach, but you fliall make all well. 

Otb. Are you fure of that ? 

V>f. My Lord i 

Oth. This faiie you not to doe,as you will. 

Lod. He did not call,hee’s bufie in the paper: 

Is there diuifion betweene thy Lord and Capio ? 

Def. A moll vnhappy one,I would doe much 
Toattone them/or the louel beare to Capio. 

Oth. Fire and Brimftone. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. Arc you wife? 

Defd. VVhat,is he angry ? 

Lod. May be the letter mou’d him; 

For as I thinke ,they doe command him home. 

Deputing Cafsio in hrs gouernement. 

Defd. By my troth, I am dad on’t. 

Otb. Indeed. 

Def. My Lord. 

Oth. I am glad to fee you mad. 

Def. How fweetc Othello ? 

Oth. Diuell. 

Def. I haue not deferu’d this. 

Led. My Lord .this would not be bclceu’d in Venice, 

Tho I fhc.u’d fwearc 1 favv’c s tis very much. 

Make her amei:.!s,{lie weepes. 

Oth. O Diuell, Diuell, 

If that the earth could teeme with womens tearcs 
Each drop fhc falls,would proueaCrocadile : 

K s Out 
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Outofmy fight. 

Dtf. I will not flay to offend you, 

Lod. Trudy an obedient Lady: 

I doc bcfccch your Lordfiiip, call her backe. 

Oth. Miftriffe. 

Dtf My Lord. 

Osh. What would you with her fir? 

Ltd. W ho, I my Lord ? 

Oth. I, you did wifh that I would make her turner 
Sir file can turne,and turnc,and yet go on. 

And turne ag3inc,and (lie can weepe fir, weepe; 

And fhec’s obcdienr,as you fay, obedient ; 

Very obedient, proceed you in your tearcs. 
Concerning this fir : O well painted paffion : 

I am commanded here .• — get you away. 

Tie fend for you anon : —Sir,! obey the mandat. 

And will rcturnc to Venice: — hence,auant, 

Cafsio (hall haue myplace; and fir tonight 
I doe intreate that we may fup together, 

You arc welcome fir to Cjfres,-- goates and monkies. 

Led. Is this the noble Moore/whomour full Senate 
Callall in all fufficicnt ? This the noble nature. 

Whom pafficn ccu'd not fhakc ? Whofc folid vertue, k 
The fhot of accident,rior dart of chance 
Could neither grazc,npr peirce ? 
leg. He is much changed. 

Led. Kxe. his wits fafe ? is he not light of brainc ? 
lag. He's that he is,I miy not breathe my ccnfure. 
What he might be, if as he might, he is not, 

1 would to heauen he were. 

Led. What, (hike his wife, 

Jag . Faith that was not fowel'j yet would I knew* 
That ilroake would proucthe worft. 

Lod. Jsithisvfe? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood, „ 

And new create this fault? • 

Alas, alas.. 



Itlsnothoncfty ianw to fpcake, , . , . 

What I haue fccnc and knownc*you fhall obfcroc him, 

And his ownc courfcs wi l denote him !o. 

That I may f?ue my fpccch : doc but goc after. 

And marke how he continues. 

Led 1 am ferry that lam decciu dm him. 

Exeunt . 

Enter Othello WEmillia. 

Oth. You l»ue fecne nothing then. 

Em. Nor cucr heard,nor cucr did fufpe£V. 

Oth. Yes, and you haue feeneCW/nVand (he together. 

Em. But then I faw no hatmr,and then I heard 
Each Tillable that breath made vp betweene ’em. 

Oth- VVhatjdid they ncuer whifper ? 

Em. Ncuer >my Lord. 

Oth. N or fend you out o’ the way? 

Em. Ncuer. . 

Oth. To fetch bet fan, her mask, her gioues, nor nothing? 

Em. Neuer,my Lord. 

Oth. That’s Grange. ’ - 

Em. 1 durlt my Lotd,to wager fhe ishoneft, 

Laydotvne my foulc. at (lake : ifyou thinkc other, ■ 

Remoue your thought, it doth abufe youtbofome. 

If any wretch ha put this in y cur head. 

Let bcauens requite it with the Serpents curfe, 

Foriffhe be not honeft>chafte,and true, 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of her Sex 

Jsfoule as (lander. £**EraHlta.' 

Oth. Bid her come hither, goe. 

She fayes enough.yct fhe’s a fimple bawde. 

That cannot fay as much ; this is a fubtlc whore, 

Aclofetjlockc and key, of villainous fecrets. 

And yet fhee’llkneele and pray,I ha feene her do’t.- 
£»{wDei*demoni 4»<iEmilIia. 

Dtf. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Dtf. What is your plcafurc? 

K 3 Oth: 




Oth, Let me fee your eyes - - looke in my face, 

Def What horrible fancy’s this? 

Oth. Some ofyour function mift rifle, 
Leaucprocre.ints alon^and fhut the dore, 

Coffe,or cry hem, if any body come, 

Your miftcry.yourmiltcry rnaydifpatch. Exit Em. 

Def. Vponmy knees,what docs your fpcech import ? 
Ivnderlland afury in your words, 

But not the words. 

Oik. Why, what art thou ? 

Def. Your wife my Lord, your true and loyal! wife. 

Oth. Come.fwearc it,dam thy fclfe, 

Lcall being like one of heauen,thc diuells themfeiues 
Should fcarc to ceafe thec,thercfore be daubledambd, 

S we arc thou art honeft. 

Def. Hcauendothtruely know it. 

Oth, Heauen trudy knowes,that thou art falfe as hell. 

Def. To whom,my Lord,with whom ? how am I ralfe? 

Oth. O Defdemo»a,nv/iy,wiy,wzy. 

Def Alas the hcauy day, why do you wee pe, ? 

Am i the occafion of thofe teares my Lord ? 
if haply you my father doefufped. 

An Inftrumene of this your calling backe, 

Lay not your blame on me ; ifyou haue left him, 

Why I haue left him too. 

Oth. Had it pleas’d heauen 
To try me with affli£lion,had he ram’d 
All kindes offores,and fhames on my bare head, 

Sieep’d me in pout rty,to the very lips, 

Giucn to captiuhy,tnc and niy hopes, 

I fho'uld haue found in Come part of my foule 
A drop of patience; but alas, to make me 
A fixed figure, for the timeoffcorne, 

To point his flow vnmouing fingers at — oh, on, 

Yc: could I beare that too,well ,very well. 

But there : where 1 haue garner’d vp my heart, - 
Where either I mull hue, or bcarc no life. 



7 he zZftfr&oreff Venice. 

The fount aine,from the which my currant runnes. 

Or elfe dryes vp , to be discarded thence. 

Or keepe it as a Cefternc , for foule Toadcs 

To knot and gender in : turne tHy complexion there. 

Patience thy young and rofe-lip’d Chciubin, 

I here looke grim as Hell. 

Def. I hope my noble Lord eltecmcs me hcneiL 
Oth , O I f a$ furomers flies^are in the fhamblcs. 

That quicken eucn with blowing : 

0 thou blackc weed c, why art fo louely faire ? 

Thou fmdl’U fo fwecte,that the fence akes at thee, 

Would thou had (l ne’re bin borne. _ 

DeC, Alas, what ignorant finne haue Icommitted . 

Oth. Was this faire paper, this moll goodly bookc. 

Made to write whore on ? — What, committed .? 

Hcauca Hops the nofe at it, and the Moone w.nkes, 

The bawdy wind,that kifles all it meetes, 

Ishulht within the hallow mine of earth, ^ 

And will not hear’t : — whatcommittcd,- impudent (trumpet. 
Def. By heauen you doe me wrong. 

Oth. Are not you a flrumpet ? 

Def. No,as 1 am a Chnftian : 

If to preferue this veflell for my Lord, 

From any hated foule vnlawfull touch. 

Be net to be a flrumpet,! am none. 

Oth. What, not a whore? 

Def. No, as I (hall be faued. Enttr Emil.iai 

Oth. Iftpoffible? 

Def. O heauen for giuen ffc. 

Oth. I cry you mercy, 

1 tooke you for that cunning whore of Venice. 

That married With Othello : yoH-ro.iflriffe, 

That haue the office oppofite to S. Peter, 

Andkeepes the gates in hell, l,you, you, you ; 

Wc.hadone our.courfe; there’s money foryourpaincs, 

Ipray you turne the kcy,and keepe our counfell. Exit', 

Em. Alas, what docs tipis Gentleman conceiue ? 

' k 4 
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71 The Tragedy oj 

How dee you Madamjhow doe you my good Lady ? 

Def Faith halfc afleepc, 

Em. Good Madam, what's the matter with my Lord ? 
Def With who? 

Em. Why with iny Lord Madam. 

Def I ha none, doe not taike to me Emillia % 

I cannot wecpe,nor anfwcrhaue I none, 

But what IhouM goc by water : precthee to night 
L ay on my bed our wedding fheeces, remember, 

And cal 1 thy husband hither. 

Em. Here is a char ge indeed. Exit. 

Def. Tis m eets I fbould be vide fo, very well j 
How haue I bin bciiau’d, that he might ftickc 
The fmalleft opinion, on my greareft abufe. 

lag. VVh at is your pleafure Madam, Enter Iago. 
How ill with you ? and Bmillia, 

Def. I cannot tell : thofe chat doe teach young babes 
Doe it with gentle meanes,iod eafie taskc s. 

He might ha chid me To, for in good faith, 

I am a child at chiding. 

/«£. What is the matter Lady? 

Em. Alas Iago, my Lord hath fo bewhot'd her, 

Throwne fuch defpite,and hcauy termes vpon her, 

As trueheartscannot beare. 

Def. Ami that name Iago? 
lag. What name faire Lady ? 

Def Such as fhe fayes my Lord did fay I was ? 

Em. He call’d her whore.- Abeggcrinhis drinkc. 

Could not haue layed fuch tearmes vpon his Caller. 
lag. W hy did he fo ? 

Def. I doe not know,I am fure I am none fuch. 
lag. Doe not weepe,doc not weepe : alas the day. 

Em. Has fhe forfookc fo many noble matches, 

Her Father,and her Coitntrey.all her friends, 

To be eald whore ? would it not make one weepe/ 

Def It is my wretched-fortune. 
lag. Befhrcw him for it; how cotries this trkke vpon him r 
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j) ( J, hJay,heauen doth know. 

Em. 1 will be hang’d,iffome eternall villain e. 

Some bufre and infinuating rogue. 

Some cogging, coufening flaue,to get fome office, 

Haue not dcuifde this flander,TTe behaug’d clfe. 
lag. Fie, there is no fuch man, it is impoffible. 

Def. If any fuch there be,heaucr. pardon him. 

Em. A halter pardon him, and hell gnaw his bones; 

Why fhould he call her whore ? who keepes her company? 

What place, what time,what for me.what likelihood? 

The Moore’s abus’d by fome outragioiu knaue : 

Some bafe notorious knaue, fome feuruy fellow;, 

0 heauen, that fuch companions thoudft vnfold. 

And put in eucry honeft hand a whip. 

To lafh the rafcall naked through the world, 

Euen from the Eaft to the Weft. 
lag. Speakc within dorcs, 

Em. O fie vpon him; fome fuch fquire he was, 

Thatturud your wit, the feamy fide without. 

And made you to fufpe£f me with the Moore, 
lag. Y ou are a foo!e,goe to. 

Def. O Good Iago, 

What fhall I doe to win my Lord a game ? 

Good friend goe to him, for by this light of bcauen, 

1 know not how I loft him. 

lag. I pray you be content,tis but his humour. 

The bufineffe of the State does hinl offence, 

And he docs chide with you. 

Def. Ift’were no other. 
lag. Tis but fo,I warrant you; 

Harke how thefe Inftrunaents funomon you to liipper, 

A»d the great Meftlngers of Venice ftay, 

Goc in, and weepe not,all things fhall be well. Exit re omen. 

How now Kedertga ? Enter Roderigo. 

Rod. I doe not finde that thou dealft iuftly wi th me. 
lag. What in the contrary > 

Rtd. Eucry day, thoudofteft mc,with fome deuifc Iago-, 

L And 
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Othello 



And rather, is it feemes to me, thou keepeft from me, 

A'.l conueniency,then fuppliefi me, with the leaft 
Aduantage of hope : I will indeed no longer indure it. 

Nor am I yerperfwaded to put vp in peaee.what already 
lhaue foolifhly fufferd. 

lag. Will you heare m zRodtrigo ? 

Rod. Faith I hiuc heard too much,for your words. 

And performance are no kin together. 

Jug. Y ou charge me mnft vniuftly. 

Rod, I haue wafted my felfe out of mcanes : the Icwels you haue 
had from mc,to deliuerto Vefdemona y would halfchaue corrupted 
?. Votarift : you haue told me (he has recciu’d rm, and return’d tree 
expectation, and comforts, of fuddaine rcfpc6t,and acquittance, but 
1 findc none. 

lag! \A ell, goe to /very good. 

Red, Very well,goeto,I cannot goe to man, it.is not very well, 
by this hand,I fay tis very feuruy , and begin to findc my feife fopt 
in it. 

lag. Very well. 

Red. I fay it is not very well : I will make my felfe knowne to 
Befdtmonajf fire will rerurne me my Icwcls , I will’ giue ouer my 
fuite,and repent my vnlawfull follicitation , if not, affure your felfe 
1’le feekefatisfadtion of you. 

Jag. Y ou haue faid now. 

Rod, J,and I haue faid nothing, but wliat I proccft eriteridmeiit 
of doing. 

lag. Why now I fee there’s mettle in thee , and euen from this 
time doc build onthee,a better opinion then euer before, giue 
thy hand Roderigo : Thovrjiaft taken againft me a moft iuft conccp* 
tion,but yet I proteft,I haue dele moft dire&ly in thyaffairet. 

Rod. It hath not appeared. 

lag. I grant indeed it hath not appear'd , and your fufpitionis 
not without wit and iudgement: Rat Roderigo , if thouhaftthat 
within thee indeed , which I haue greater reafon to belecue now, 
theneuer,! meane purpofe,courage,and valour,this night IhewiW' 
thou the next night following enioyeftnot Dejdtmowt , take met 



from this world with treachcry,and deuife engines for my life 



hi 



. 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Othello (STC 22305) LON 






,1622 THE BRITISH LIBRARY (C.34.k.32) OctaVO 



gpr — v fiFiVLomoj V Sir 

Rod. Well, is it within reafon and compaffc ? 

lag. Sir, there is cfpeciall command come from V wke , 

To depute Cafsio in Othelleh place. 

Red. Is that true ? why then Othello and Dffdemona 
Retucne a gain e to Venice. 

lag. O no ,he goes into Mauritania^ nd takes away with him 
The faire Defdemona,v nLfle his abode be linger’d 
Here by fome accident,wherein none can be fo 
determinate, as the remouing of Cajsio. 

Rod. How doe you meane remouing of him ? 

lag. Why, by making him vncapable of Othello s place, 

Knocking out his braines. 

Rod. And that you would haue me to doe, 
lag , l;nnd if you dare doe your felfe a profit,and right, hcelups 
tonight with a harlot,and thither will I goe to him ; — hekoowes 
Hot yet of his honourable fortune : if you will watch his going 
thence, which I will fafiVton to fall out betweene twclue and one, 
you may take him at your plcafure ; I will be necrc to fccond your 
attempt, andhec jfhall fill betweene vs : come, (land not amaz d 
atit,but goe along with nice, I will {hew you lucha neccflity in his 
deathjthat you Chail thinke your felfe bound to put it on him. i 
now high fupper timc,and the night growes to waft .* about it/ 



Enter Othello , Dcfdemona, Ledonico> Emillut, 
and Attendants* 

Rod, I will heare further reafon for this. 

lag. And you (hallbe fatisfied. £*:.Tag.WRcd. 

Lod. I do belecch you fir,trouble your felfe no further. 

Oih. O pardon me, it fhall doe me good to walke* 

Lod. Madame, good mght,I humbly thanke year Ladiftnp, 
Your honour is moft welcome. 

Oih. Will you walkc fir : — - O Defdem&va. 

My Lord. 

Gctyoutobed, o’cheinftant I will be rcturr/d, forthwith, 
aifpatch your Attendant there, — lookc it be done. Exeunt. 

I will my Lord. 

How 1 goes it now ? he lookes gentler then he did. 

La 



rag . _ 

70 TheTragedy of Utheiio 



D/yr He faies he will returne incontinent: 
He hath commanded me to goe to bed. 

And bad me to difmifle you. 

Em . Difmiffcme? 



Def. Ic was his bidding, therefore good Emlli« i 
Giae me my nightly wearing, and adiue. 

We muft not now difpleafe him. 

Em I would you ha d neuer feene Him, 

Def. So would not I,ray loiie doth fo approue him. 
That cuen his ftubborneneiTe,bis checks and frowncs, 
Prethce vnpin me ; hauc grace and fauour in them. 

Em. I hauc laied thefefoeetesyou bade me,on the bed. 
Def. All’s one good faith : how foolifo are our minds? 
If I doe die before thee,prethee fhrowd me 
In one of thofe fame fo< e:es. 

Em. Gome, come, you talke. 

Def. My mother had a maid cald Earbarjy 
She was in loue,and he foe lou’d,prou’d mad. 

And did fotfake her,foe has a fong of willow. 

An old thing ’twas,but it expreft her fortune, 

And foe died tinging it,that Song to night, 

Will not goe from my mind — haikc, who’s that knocks ?■ 
Em. lc is the wind; 



Def. Now get thee gone, good night : 

Mine eyes doe itch,does that bode weeping? . 

Em, Tis neither here nor there, 

Def. Wouldft thou doe filch a deed, for all the world ? 

Em Why would not you. 

Def. No,by this heaucnly light. 

Em. Nor I ncither,by this heaucnly light, 

I might doc it as well in thcdarkc. 

Def. W ould thou doe fuch.a thing for all the world ? 

Em. The world is a huge thing,i t is a gre at price, 

For a final! vice. 

Def. Good troth I thinkc thou wouldft not. 

Em. By my troth I thinkc I foauld,and vndo'c when I had done 
it. maty I would not doc fuch a thing for a ioynt riag ; or for m«- 

' forts 
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fores ©F Lawne, nor for Gownes, or Petticotes, nor Caps, nor any 
th exhibition; but for the whole world? vds pitty, whe ► would 
not make her husband a Cuckolc,to make him a Monarch . I fhpuld 

VC eft rew me, if I would doe fuch a wrong, 

For the whole world. 

£ m why, the wrong is but a wrong t’the world; and hauing the 

world for your labour, tis a wrong in your ©wne world , and you 
tniaht quickly make it right. 

Def 1 doe not thinke there is any fuch woman. 

Em. Yes, a dozen, and as many to thevantage, aswoulditore 

the world they played for. 

Def. Good night, good night : God me fuch vfage lend. 

Not to picke bad from bad,but by bad mend. 

jfcjVmWfo 

<zj{Bus, 5« 

Enter I ago and Rodcrigo, 

Jag. Here ftand behind' this Bulke,ftraite will he come, 
Wcarethy good Rapier bare, and put it home, 

Qaicke,quicke,feare nothing, I’le be at thy clboc; 

It makes vs or it marres vs,thinkc of that. 

And fixe moftfirme thy refolution. 

Red. Be neere athand,! may mifearry in’t. 

' leg. Here at thy hand,be bold, and take thy fword,. 

Rod. I hauc no great dcuotion to the dead; 

And yet he has giuen me fatisfying reafons, 

Tis but a man gone : forth my fword,he dies. . 

lag. I haue rubd this young gnat almoft to the fenfc,. 

And he grovvc6 angry now : whether he kill Cafsic* 

Or &*/.«* him, or each doc kill the other, 

Euery way makes my game ; liuc Rodcrigo, 

He calls me to a reftitution large, 

For Gold and Iewells.that I bebd fromhim. 

As gifts to Defdemoxa : 

It tnuft not be,if Cttftit doc remaine, 

l $ 




He lias a daily beauty iu bis life. 

That makes me vgly : and befides,thc Moore 
May vnfould me to him ; there ftand Iinpernll: 

No,hc mull die,Ue’t Co, I hearc him comming. Ent.Caf^ 

Roa. I know his gate.tis lie, villaine thou dieft, 

Caf. That thruft had bin tr.y enemy indeed. 

But that mycoateisbetterthen thou think'ft, 

I will make proofc of thine. 

Red. Olamflainc. 

Caf. I am maind for cucr.light ho^murder, murder. 

Enter Othello. 

Otb. The voice of Cafsiejago keepcs his word. 

Red. O villaine that I am. 

Otb. Harketis euenfo. 

Caf O helpc ho,ligbt,a Surgeon. 

Otb. Tis he,0 braue /,«£., honeft and luff, 

That halt fuch noble fence of thy friends wrong. 

Thou teacheft me; — minion ,your deare lies dead. 

And your fate hies apace; (trumpet I come; 

Forth of my heart, thofe charities thine eyes are blorted. 

Thy bed Iuft-ftaind,{liall with lulls blood be fpotted. Ex. 

Enter Ladouico/ewdGratiano. 

Caf. Whatho.no watch, no p. lift ge,nimdrr, murder 

Grat. Tis fome milchancc, the cry ; , very direfull. 

Caf. O helpc. Led. Harke. 

Rod . O wretched villaine. 

Lod. Two orthrec grones,it is a heauy night, 

Yhcfe may be counterfeits, let’s think’c vnfafe 
To come into the cry wjthout more helpe. 

Rod. No body come, then fkalll bleed to death. 

Enter Iago with a liokt. 

Lod. Harke. 

Grat. Here’s one comes in his fhirr,with lights and weapons, 

Jag. Who’s there ? whole noife is this, that cries on murder. 

Lod. I dee not know. 

, Jag, Did noi you heare a cry r 
Caf, Here,here } for heauens fake helpc me. 



"J fie ’Mooreojy zmee. 
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let. What’s the matter. . 

Gut. This is Othello's Ancient, as I take it. 

Lei T he fame indeed, a very valiant fellows 
j„. What are you here, that cry fo grecuoyfly ? 

Caf. Iago, 0 1 am fpoil’d,vndone by villaincs, 

Giue me fome helpe. 

lag O my Lciutcnant ; what villaines haue done tms . 

Caf I thinke the one of them is hcerc about. 

And cannot make away. 

lag, O treacherous villaines: 

What are you there ? come in and giue fome helpe. 

Rod. O, helpc me here. 

Caf That’s one of em. 

lag. O murderous flauCjO villaine. 

Rod. O dambd Af£0,O inhumaine dog,— o,o,o». 
la. Kill him i’thc dark? where be thofe bloody theeues. 

How Client is thisTowne t Ho,murdcr, murder ; 

What may you be,are you of good or cuill ? 

Lod. As you Hi all prouevs.praifc vs., 

Jag. Seignior Lodotttco, 

Led. He fir. 

Lag. I cry you mercy : here’s Cafsiodmtt by villaines. 

Grat. Cafsio. 

Jag. How is it brother? 

Caf My leg is cut in two,. 
lag. Mary lieauen forbid .• 

Light Gentlemen, fie bind it with my ftiirti 

Enter Bianca. N 

BUn. What is the matter ho, who ift that cried ? 
hgt Who ift that cried. 

Biart, O my dearc Cafsio , O my fweet cCafsio y Cafs'to > CAfi*§< f 
lag . O notable ftrurapet : Cafsio may you fufpeft 
Who they fhould be^that thus haue mangled you ? 

Caf No, 

Gra . I am forry to find you thus, I haue bio to fee&e you. 

Sian. Alas he faints ,0 Cafsio, GafsioXafsio. 
lag. Gentlemen all,I doe fufpeft this crafli 

L 4 ** 
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To bears a part in this : patience a while good Cafes* : 

Lend me a ligbr ; know we this face, or no ? ' v 

Alas nay friend, and my deare couwrey man .* 

Rodcrigo ? no,yes furc : O heauen Roden?*, 

Gra. What of Venice} 

lag. Euen he fir,didyou know him ? 

Gra, Know him ? L - 

lag. Seignior Grattan*, I cry you gentle pardon: 

Thefe bloody accidentsmull cxcufemy manners. 

That fo neglcfted you, 

Gra. I am glad to fee you, 

lag. How doe you Cafsio ? O a chaire 3 a chairc* 

Gra . Rodcrigo. 

lag. Hc,ti s he : O that’s well faid,a chairc : 

Some good man beare him carefully from hence. 

Tie fetch the Generalls Surgeon : for you miftrifle, 

Sauc you your labour, he that lies flaine here Cafsio , 

Was my deare fricnd,whac malice was betwixt you ? 

Caf. None in the world ,nor doe I know the man. 
lag . What,Iooke you pale ? O beare him out o’rh aire. 
Stay you good Gentlewoman,lookc you pale mittrifle? 

Doe you percciue the ieaftures of her eye, 

Nay,an you ftirrc,we fhall haue more aeon : 

Behold her well I pray youjookc vpon her. 

Doe you lee Gentlemen ? Nay guiltineffe 
Will fpenke,though tongues were out of vfe. Enter Em. 
Em - ’Laswhat’s the matter? whai’s the matter husband? 
lag. Cafsio has here bin fet on in the darke. 

By Roderigo, and fcllovves that are fcap’c, 

Hec’s almoft (lain c, and Roderigo dead. 

Em. Abs good gcntlcman,nlas good Cafsio. 
lag. This is the frukc ofwhpring,pray Emilia , 

Goe know of Cafsio^wheirt he fupt to night : 

VV hat, doe you (hake at that ? 

Bian . He fupt at my houfe,but I therefore (hake not# 
lag. O did he fb,l charge you gos with me, 

Em, Fie,fie vpon thee itrunopcc. 
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' I am no ftrumpet,but ofiife at honeft, 

As you, that thus abufc me. 

Er». As I *. fou gh, fie Tpon thee. 

Kind Gentlemen, let’s goe fee poor* Cafftn dtelt . 
Come miftteffe, you muft tcll’s ainother tale. 

Emilfa, runac you to the Cittadell, 

And tell my Lord and Lady what has hapt : 

Will you goe on,I pray, this is the night , . 

That either markes me, or foredocs me quite. 

Effmt* 

Enter Othello vitle *Hght. 

Ofb. It is the caufe,it is the caufe,my foul*, 

Lee me not name it to you,you chafte ftarres : 

It is the caufe,yet ITe not filed her blood. 

Nor fcarre thac whiter skin of hers,then lnow. 

And f«io®th,as monumentall Alablafter j 
Yet fhe muftdie,eli'e (hcc’ll betray more men. 

Put out the light ,and then put out the light : 

If 1 quench thee, thou flaming minifter, 
lean againe,thy former light reftbre. 

Should I repent me; but once put out thine, 

Thou cunning patterne of excelling nature, 

I know not where is that promethian hcate. 

That can thy light returner when I haue pluckt thcrofe, 

I cannot giue it vitall growth againe. 

It muft 1 'icedcs wither ; l’lc ftnell it on the tree, 

A balmy brcath,that doth almoft perfwa de 
Iuftice her felfc to breake her fword once more, 

Be thus- when thou art dead, and I will kill thee. 

And louc thee after : once more, and this the laft. Jit 

So fweete was nc’re fo fatall r I muft weepe, kjjfc 1 bet- 

But they are cruell teares ; this for: owes heauenly, 
Itftrikes when it does louc ; (be wakes. 

Def. Who’s there, Othello ? 

Otb. J,Dcfdemo»a. 

D*f. Willyoucomc to bed my Lord? 

Otb^ Haue you prayed to night ^Defderwaa ? 

M 





Def. I my Lord: 

Oth. If you bethinke your felfe of any crime, 

Vnrc concil’d as yet to heauen and grace, 

Sollicite for it ftraite. 

Def. Alas my Lord, what may you raeane by that?' 

Oth. Well doe it ,and be briefe,I will walkc by, 

I would not kill thy ynprepared fphit, 

No,heaatn fore- fend, I would not kill thy foule. 

Def. T 3 lkc you of killing ? 

Oth. 1,1 doc. 

Def. Then heauen haue mercy on me. 

Oth. Amcn,with all my heart. 

Def. Ifyou fay fo, Ihopeyou willnoc kiilme. 

Oth. Hum. 

Def. And yet I feare you, for you are fatall then. 

When your eyes roule fo : why I ftiould feare,I know not, 
Since guiltineflel know not, but yet Ifcele I feare. 

Oth. Thinkc on thy finnes. 

Def. They are loucs I beare to you. 

Oth. And for that thou dieft. 

Def. That death sYanaturdl, that kills for louing, 
Alas, why gnaw you fo your neathcr lip ?. 

Some bloody paflion flukes your very frame, 

Thcfe are portents : but yet I hope 
They doe not point on me. 

Otb. Pcace,and be Hill. 

Def. I will, fo,whatfthe matter? 

Oth. That handkercher which I fo lou’d,and gaue thee. 
Thou gaueft to Cstfsio. 

Def No, by my life and feulc. 

Send for the man and aske him. 

Oth. S weete foule take heed, take heed of ptriury. 
Thou art on thy death-bed. 

Def I,buc not yet to die, 

Oth. Ycs,prefently : 

Therefore confefle tbee freely of thy finne, 
for to deny each article with oath. 



Cannot 



Cannot rerooue, nor choke the ftrongconcait, 

That I doe groane wichall : thou art to die. 
ptf Then Lord haue mercy on me. 

Oth. I fay Amen. 

Def And haue you mercy too: 

I neU er did offend you in my life, — neuer lou d Cafsie , 

But with fuch general! warranty of heauen. 

As l m ght loue : I neuer gaue him token. 

Oth, By beauen I faw my handkercher in his hand, 

0 periured woroan,thou doeft ftone thy heart. 

And makeft me call,what I intend to doe, 

A tnurder, which I thought a facrifice, 

Ifaw the handkercher. 

Def He found it then, 

1 neuer gaue it him ,fend for him hither. 

And let him confeffe a truth. 

Oth. Hchasconfeft. 

Def. What,my Lord ? 

Oth. Thar he hath- — yds death. 

Def How, vnlawfully ? 

Oth. I. 

Def. He will not fay fo. 

Oth. No, his mouth is ftop’d, t 

Honcft/<jg« hath tane order fbr’e. 

Def. My feare interprets then, — what is he dead ? 

Oth. Had all his haircs bin liucs, * 

My great reuenge had ftomacke for ’em all. 

Def Alas he is betraid,and I vndone. 

Oth. O ffrumpet, — weepeft thou for him to my face ? 
Def O bannifli me, my Lord,but kill roc not. 

Oth. Downe (trumpet. 

Def. Kill tne to morrow Jet me liue to night. 

Oth, Nay.an you ftriue. 

Def. Buthalfe an houre,but while I fay one prayer. 
Oth. Tis too late. ' he fifties her. 

Def, O Lord,Lord, Lord. Emillia alls within. 
Ew. My Lo; d,my Lord, what ho, my Lord, my Lord. 

M a 
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Oth, W hat voycc is this ? not dead ? not yet quite dead ? 
I that am cruell,am yet merciful!, 

I would not haue thee linger in thy painc, — f©,fb. 

Em. V? hat ho,my Lord, my Lord. 

Oth, Who’s there? 



Em. O good my Lord,I’de fpcake a word with you# 

Oth. Y cs,tis Emillia, by and by : fhee’s dead : 

Tis like (he comes to fpcake et Cafsiot AcztW ; 

The noyfe was here ; ha,nomore mouiug, 

Still as the graue : {hall (he come in ? were’t good ? 

1 thinke {he fiirres agamc; no>what’s the belt ? 

Iffhe esme in,(hec’Jl fure fpcake to my wife. 

My wifeyny wifc,my wi fe; I ha no wife ; 

O infupportable : O hcauy houre. 

Me thinks it fhould be now a huge Ecclips 
-Of Sunne and Moone,and that the affrighted Globe;. 

Should yawne at alteration. 

Em. I doc befeeeh you I may fpcake with you,- good my Lord. 
Oth. Ihad forgot thee ; O come in Emillut , 

Soft, by and by; let me theCurtaines draw, £»f.Ernil. 

Where art thou ? whats the matter with thee now ? 

Em. O no y good Lcrd , yonder’s fcule murders donc o 
Oth. What, now? 

Em. But now my Lord. 

Oth- It is the very error of the M'oone, 

She comes more necre the earth,then (he was wont,. 

And makes men mad. 

Em. Oafsio my Lord has kil’d a yong Ft»etian 3 
Cal’J Rodtrige. 

Oth. Rederigo kild,and Cafiio kild ? 

Em. Ho.fafsio is not kild. 

Oth. Not Cafsia kild,thcn murder s out of tune. 

And fweetc reuenge growes harfin. 

Dtf. O falfly,falfly murdered; 

Em. O Lord.what cry is that ? 

Oth.. That:? what? ,i - . > • 

Em. Our and 3.1?s, it is rr<y Ladyss Yoycey 



~x 
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Helpe,helpe,ho helpc.O Lady fpeake againe, 

Sweete Defdemona,0 fwecteMiftrcffeipeake. 

J)/f. A guiltleffe death I die. 

Em, O who has done this deed ? 

J)tf. No body,I my felfe, farewell: ' 

Commend me to my kinde L*rd,0 farewell. fit dtsS, 

Oth. Why, how fhould (he be murdered? 

Em. A las, who knowe s ? 

Oth. You heard her fay,her felfe, it was not I. 

Em. She fayd fo,I muft nccdcs report a truth. 

Oth, She’s like a lycr-gone to burning Hell, 

Twas I thatkild her. 

Em. G,the more Angcll fhe, 

And you the blacker diuell. 

Oth. She turn’d to folly, and fire was a whore. 

Em. Thou doeft bely her, and thou art a diuell. 

Oth. She was falfe as water; 

Em. Thou asrafti as fire. 

To fay that fhe was falfe .• O fire was heaucnly ttuc.. 

Oth. Ctiftio did top hcr,askc thy husband elfe, 

0 1 were damn’d beneath alldepth in hell. 

But that 1 did proceed, vpon iuft grounds. 

To this extremity, thy husband knew it all. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. Thy husband. 

Em. That fhe was falfe to wedlockc? 

Oth. I, with Cafsio : nay , had fhe bin true, 

Ifheauen would make me fuch another worlds 
Of one intire and perfeff Grifolite, 

1’de not hauc fold her for it. 

Em. My husband? 

Oth. Ijtwashe that told me firft. 

An honeft man he is,and hates the fUasej. 

That flicks on filthy deedcs, 

Em, My husband? 

Oth. What needes this iteration? woman, I fay thy husband. 
Em If he fay lo.roay his p cautious foule 

U 3 
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Rot halfe a grains a da y : he lies to’th heart, 
She^ too fond ofher moft filthy bargaine. 



Em, Doethyworft, 

This deed of thine is no more worthy heauen. 

Then thou waft worthy her. 

Oth. Peace, you were bed. 

Em. Thou haft not halfe the power to doe me harme* 
As I haue to be hurt : O gul!,0 dolt. 

As ignorant as dim ; thou haft done a deed — 

I care not for thy fword,Tle make thee know, 

Tho I loft twenty liues : helpe,he!pe,0 helpc ; 

The Moore has kild my Miftrcffe, murder, murder. 

Enter Montano,Gratiano, Iago ,,*»</ orAerr. 

Aft*. What is the matter ? how now Generali t 
Em. O.are you come I age ? you haue done well. 

That menmuft lay their murder on your neck. 

All. What is the matter ? 

Em. Difproue this villahic,if thou bee’ft a man ; 

He fayes thou toldft him that his wife was falfe, 

I know thou didft nor,thou art not fuch a villaine : 
Speake,for my heart is full. 

lag. Itoldhimwhatlthdught,andtoldnomore, 

Theu what he found himfelfc was apt and true. 

Em. But did you ckcr tell him fhe was falfe ? 

Jag. I did. 

Em. You told a lie,an odious damned lie ; 

Ypon my loule.a lie, a wicked lie ? 

S he falfe with Cap to ; did you fay with Capie ? 

Jag. WuhCafsio miftrefle; go to,charme your tongue. 
Em. I will not char me my tongue, I am bound to fpcakf. 
Jag , What arc you mad,I charge you get you home, 
Em. GoodGcntlemenletmc haue lcaore to fpcake, 
Tis proper I obey him,but not how? 

Perchance Jago.l will ne*regoe home. 

Oth. Oh,oh,oh. Oth. faU the !:d e 

Bm, Nay,Uy thee downe,and rdre. 
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for thou haft kild the fwceteft innocent, 

That era did lift vp eye. 

Oth, O (he was foule : 

Ifcarcedid know you Vncle, there lies your Niece, 

VVhofc breath indeed, thefc hands haue newly ftopc, 

I know this aft ftiewes terrible and grim. 

Gra. Poore Dejdemotta , I am glad thy father’s dead. 

Thy match was mortal! to him, and pure griefe. 

Shore his old thread atwane •• did he Hue now. 

This fight would make him doe a defperate turne. 

Yea curfe his better Angcll from his fide, 

And fall to reprobation. 

Oth. TU pittifuil,butyet I ago knowes, . 

That fee with Cafsio, hath the aft of ftiame 
A thoufand times committed ; Capio coafeft it. 

And (he did gratifie his amorous workes. 

With the recognifance and pledge ofloue. 

Which I firft gaue her ; I faw it in his hand. 

It was a handkercher ; an Antique token 
h y father gatlc my mother. 

Em, O God,0 heauenly God. 
lag. Zouns,holdyburpeacc. 

Em. ’T will out,’twill : I hold my peace fir, no. 

Tie be in fpeaking,liberall as the ayre. 

Let heauen, and men,and diuells,let em all, 

All,all cry ftiame againft me, yet 1’le fpeake. 
lag. Be wifc.and get you home. 

Em. I will noc.^ 

Gra. Fie,your fword vpona Woman? 

Em. O thouldull Moore, thathandkercher thou fpeakft on, 

I found by fortune,and did giue my husband : 

For often with a folemnc carneftneffe. 

More then indeed belong’d to fuch a trifle, 

Hebeg’d of me to fteale it. 
lag. Villainous whore. 

Em. She gaue it Capio} no alas I found ic. 

And I did giu’t my husband. 

M 4 
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!<**. Filth thou lieft. 

Em. By heauen I doc not,I doe not Gentlemen, 

Q murderous Coxcomb e / what fhould fuch a Foolc 
Dqc with fo good a woman ? 

The Moore rumtts at Iago.Ia go kilt hit wife. 
Oth. Arc there no ftones in heauen. 

But what ferues for the thunder ? pretious villaine. 

Gra. The woman falls,fure he has kild his wife, 

Em. 1,1 ,0 lay me by my miftreffe fide. Exit lago, 

Gra. Hee’s gone, but his wife’s kild. 

Mon. Tis a notorious villainc,take your weapon, 
Which I kaue here recouercd from the Moore : 

Come, guard the dore without.let him not pafle. 

But kill him rather,Tle after that fame villaine. 

For tis a damned {hue. Exit Mont, and Gratiano. 

■ Ot!o» I am not valiant neither. 

But euery puny whipfter gets my fword, 

But why {bould honour out Hue honefly ? 

Letitgoeall. 

Em. Moore,fhe was chaft,fhe lou’d tlioe cruellMoorq, 
So come my foule to bliffc,as I fpeake true ; 

So fpcaking as 1 thinke,! dic,l die. (he dies. 

Oth. I haue another weapon in this chamber. 

It is a fword of Spaine.theli'cbrookes temper; 

O here it is; Vnclc 1 muft come forth. Gra .within. 

Cra. If thou attempt ic } it will coft thee dccre. 

Thou haft no weapons nd perforce muft fuffer. 

Oth. Lookein vponmethcn } andfpeakctcrtne. 

Or naked as T a«n, I will a {faul t tl?cc. 

Gra. Whatisthemattcr? 

Oth. Behold, I hauc a wcapon,- 
A better neuerdidit felfe fuftauve 
Vnon a Souldiers thigh : I Hauc fecne the day. 

That with this little arme,and this good fword, 

3 haue made rr,y way through more impediments, 

Then twenty times you ftop : butO vame boaft. 

Who can controulshis Fate ? tis not fo now. 
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pale as thy fmo eke, when we fhall meetcat count. 

This lookc of thine 3 wi 11 hurle my foule from heauen, 

And fiends will (hatch at it •. co!d,cold.my girle, 

Eucn like thy chafticy; O curfed (laue : 

YVhippe me you Diuells, 

From the pcffeflfjon oftlvs.heauenly fight, 
glow me about in winds,roaft me in fulphurc, 

VValh me in ficepe do.wne gulphes of liquid firc. a 
0 Def 'cmona.jDefdemoua.d e ad ,0,o 5 o. 

Enter Lodouico 3 Montano,Iago 5 W Officers , 

Ca (Tio in a Chaire , 

Led. Where is this rafh and mod infortunatc man* 

Oih. That’s he that was Othello^hcczl am. 

Lod ' Where is this Vipcr 3 bringthe villaine forth. 

Oth. I loc ke downe towards his feet, but that’s a fable 
If tbcu beefif a diuellj cannot kill thee. 

Led. W ring his fword from him. 

lag . I bleed fii^but not kiPJ. 

Oth. I am not lorry neither/!. ’de haue thee liue. 

For in my fenletishappinefle to die. 

Led. O thou Othello , that wert once fo good, 

Paine in the pra&ifc of a damned flauc. 

What fhould be (aid to thee ? 

Oth. Why any thing. 

An lv>nourable murderer ifyou will : 

For nought did I in hatejbut all in honour. 

Lod. This wretch hath part confett his villainy : 

Did you and lie con 'erst in Cafsws death ? 

Oth . J. J 

Crif , Deare Generali,! did neucr giue you caufe, 

0\h' I do? be!ceue iqand I askeyoupardon 3 
Vvhll you pr ay 3 denaaiad that demy diuell 3 
Vt hy he hath thus infnar’cl my foule and body ? 

*%' Demand me nothing, what you know you knoW, 
hern this time forth I neuer will ipcake word, 

Lod, What not to pray ? 

Torments will op e your lips, 

N 
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Oth. Wc!I,thoudoeftbeft. 

Lod. Sir, you Cl 'i all vnderftand what hath befalne. 
Which, as I thinkc you know not : here is a letter, 
Found iache pocket ofthc ftiine Rodevgo ; 

And here another; the one of them imports 
The death of Cafiio-, to be vndertookc — by Rodsrigo . 
Oth. O villaine. 

Caf. Moft ltcatheni(li,and moft groffe. 

Lod. Now heres another dilcontented paper, 

Found in Kis pocket too, and thisitfeemes, 

Rodsrigo meant to haue lent this damned villaine, 

But that belike, Ltgo, in the nickc 
Came in,and fatisfied him. 

Oth. O the pernicious catieffe ! 

How came you Cafsio by ahandkercher. 

That was my vuifes ? 

Caf, I found it in my chamber. 

And he himfelfe confeft it eucn now, 

Thac there he dropt it, for a fpcciall purpofc ; 

Which wrought to his defire. 

Oth. O foolo,foole,foolc. 

Caf. There i s befides in Roderigees letter 
How he vpbraides /<t 0 o,that he made him, 

B - auc me vpon the watch, whereon it came , 

That I was call; and cuen bat now lie fpakc. 

After long feming dead, hurt him, 

Asw fet him on. . , 

Lod. You mufl forfake this roome,and goe With V** 
Your power and your command is taken off, 

And Cafiio rules in Cypres : for this flauc. 

If there be any cunning cruelty. 

That can torment him mtich,and hold himlong, 

I t (hall be his : you (hall clofe prifoner reft, 

Till that the nature of your fauic be knowne 
To the Fenciian State ; come, bring him away. 

Oth, Soft you, a word or two, 

3 ban: d.one the State fome ferulce,and they know’* ; 



“ "" *]joe Moore of V enice . 

No more, of that : I pray you in your letters, 

When you (hall thefe vnlucky deedcs relate, 
Speakcofthem as they arc; nothing extenuate. 

Nor fet downe ought in malice, then muft you fpeake, 

Of one thatlou’d net wifely, but too well .* 

Ofone no: caf.ly iealous,but being w rought, 

Perplcxt in'tlie extreame-; of one whofe hand. 

Like the bafe Indian, threw a pcarlc away. 

Richer then all his Tribe : of one whofe fubduad eyes. 
Albeit vnufed to the.mclting nioodc. 

Drops tearcs as faft as the Arabian trees. 

Their wcdicinail gum ; fet you downe this. 

And fay befides, that in Aleppo once. 

Where a Malignant and a T mb and 7 wk* t 
Beate a f r enetian ) znd traduc’d the State; 

I tooke bi’ch throate the circumcifcd dog, 

And ftnote him thus. He fiabs himfelfe. 

Led. O bloody period. 

Gra. All that’s (poke is mard. 

Oth. I kift thee ere I kild thec,no way but this. 

Killing my felfc,to die vpoti-a kiffc. He dies. 

Caf. This did I feare,but thought he had no weapon. 
For he was great of heart. 

Lod. O Spartanc dog. 

Mere fell then aiiguifh,hungcr,or the Sea, 

Looke on the tragteke lodging of this bed : 

This is thy worke,the pbic& poifons fight, 
let it be hid : Gmw»e,kcepc the houfe. 

And ceaze vpon the foi tunes of the Moore* 

For they iuccecd to you, to you Lord Goucrnour, 
Rcmaines the cenfurc ofthis hcllifti villaine. 

The t!mc,the place,the torture : O inforce it, 

ZfX k he will ttraite aboord,and to the State, 
i his heauy a with hcauy heart relate. 

Exeunt omnes. 



FINIS, 
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